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CLUBS, HOTELS, RESTAURANTS AND DEALERS EVERYWHERE. 


C. H. EVANS & SONS, Brewers and Bottlers. Established, 1786. Hudson, N. Y. 


N. B. Crown CORKS IF DESIRED. 








Suage 


SEEMINGLY. 
DR. J. PARKER PRAY’S It seems to me I'd like to go seis 
TOILET Where there is never ice nor snow; \A iX \y 


Where swaying palms lean to the sky, 


PREPARATIONS And there'd be lots of pumpkin pie. | ' = Co cleolth 


Three I'd like to look on summer seas, 
Fanned by a sweet and tropic breeze ‘y 
Graces That came, spice laden, from afar, | ‘ \ OL S Q Ol 





ESTAB.ISHED 1868. | = And hear sott voices sing—by gar ! 
Cream Van Ola 

For softening and It seems to me that it would bring 
Feeds and nourishes ne of joy that I could sing 
ed the standard by the fas- Nith this bum voice of mine forever, 
tidious. Jars, 25 cents. And ever, and ever, and ever, and ever. 


Rosaline — Milwaukee Sentinel. 
Cannot be detected 
gives the face and 
nails a delicate rose 
tint that is truly 


ge yee JUST A LITTLE SECRET. 


ed b rspiration , ; ; 
Sr dispinved by| he teacher was enlightening some of 
bathing. Jars, %/her little girls on the mysteries of life. 
cents 99 $ . 
“Now, Ethel”—to a bit of Dresden} 
Ongoline china— ‘*where did you come from?” 
Bleaches and cleans the naila, re. | « ro i i > 
pan ink, howery = Pe cate, oo A man was walking in Central Park 
rom the skin;| with a stork in a basket. My papa 
a PTY harm- . : 
ess. Bottles, 50 | bought it, and when he brought it home 
pe _|and looked in the basket it was me.” 
Send stamp for il- , . : 
lustrated catalogue | ‘‘ Very good. MHarriet, where did you 
—— come from?” ‘+A beautiful humming- 
Goods sent on re- : . . A 
ceipt of price and} bird built a nest in our porch and laid a 
= dainty egg, and when it hatched it was 
Dr. J. Parker | me.” “Oh, how clever! Now, Mabel, 
Pray Co. where did YOU come from?” «I’m 
Sole Manufacturers and | sure, Miss Naylor, I do not know. That 
Proprietors. . littl t betw d 
scent e08.cnem,cae weaser:, |S & Se Sete: Umween pape of 
mamma.”"—New York Press. 


3 ~ YOU CANNOT 
| as A CLEAN tenets BEGIN TOO EARLY” 
The desire to rhyme their news items 
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\is frequent with the correspondents of| 
\the Adams Enterprise. Here is one of 
their latest : 


* = | 
«« Nat Johnson has been robbed again— Holiday Gifts, To revitalize lifeless hair 
Which now will make it regular ; ‘ To destroy the dandruff germ 
He came in through a window-pane— | Watches, Diamonds, To bring to the hair new lustre and beauty 


(Of course I mean the burglar). Rich Gold Jewel ‘y. The one effective method is the use of 








« His watch beneath his pillow lay, Special attention is called to our ’ 
Silence reigned in all houses ; Celebrated Collar Button | . 
The burglar took his watch away, «THE BENEDICT” (Eau de Quinine) 


And likewise his trousers. Wonderfully Improved 


NEW Pat. Oct. 6, 1903. 
In gold and heavy rolled gold. None Begin to-day and use it faithfully. 


| “ Oh, why will people walk the road END VIEW genuine unless stamped “Benedict” | 1 me sac, to pay scstage and packing we will send 
That leads into destruction ? P : a samole bottle containing 3 aovlications 


' , A SET OF FOUR MAKES AN 
Oh, ye that carry the burglar’s load, ACCEPTABLE PRESENT. PARFUMERIE ED. PINAUD 


Ye cannot get salvation !” FOR SALE ONLY BY Dept. 90 Ed. Pinaud Building, New York 


“Trousers” and ‘ houses” are not BENEDICT BROTHERS _— 


good rhymes, and the critical may object | BROADWAY & LIBERTY STREET SIDE VIEW NO MORE SECRETS. 
re| 


to regular” and * burglar”; but w «* He used to be in the secret service.” 

D. Mi me o/R Germany should all be glad that “ salvation’ es-| Jt must make the dogs weary when! « Why did he give it up ?” 
Sen Ise in stamps for & ull size sample cake. —_ a niet Tok hear some men bark.—Philadelphia ‘«He got married.”— Cleveland Plain 
. elegram. 


























a eh: 4 
The Seeret of a Healthy and Reautifal Skin 
ect complexion is assured to all who use 











The Truth 


Can be told about 


Great 
Western 


: j bm : 
—the Standard of i 
American Wines : , } ‘ 
There is nothing to ; 


lin its produc- ) 4 , TF 
tion. Itis PureGrape We) i 7 OUTWEAR THREE ORDINARY KINDS 
poe hy ae a me Re Be ff Better, more comfortable, easier than any other suspender. 
tion for healthfulness, : LIGHT or HEAVY weights, or extra long at no extra cost, 
possessing the bou- + aF ‘ with sweat-proof, om pee | buckles, unbreakable, 
el aon ) ; pliable leather ends and shoulder straps that stand wear 
i / ® andtear. Bull Dog Suspenders make gifts that every 
“Or = six Ameri- ea man and boy will appreciate. 
ouhibtee, 4 the : ‘ Attractively Boxed in Single Pairs for the Holidays 
Paris exposition of Z ‘ . : SOLD BY ALL DEALERS 
1900, the GREAT : lh . \ 4 or by mail, postpaid, for Fifty Cents 
p byt by aD ee = 4 a Money Back if they don’t Satisfy 
received a GOLD ~ Se : ey HEWES & POTTER 
MEDAL.” :  . : Largest Suspender Makers in the World 





Dept. 403, 87 Lincoln St., Boston 


PLEASANT VALLEY , ‘ ‘ , if : ; Our handsome, refreshing Buf 


’ } Ps. Dog Suspender Comb and Case 
WINE HI 4 pi) ' = ~ mailed, postpaid, for Ten Cents. 
i a ; Instructive klet, tt or 
Makers, Rheims, a ~) | ihe . »S VY BRS How to Dress Correctly,” sen 
recent mae - ae cae | »~*< free to all who mention this 
deulers everywhere. i Cape | 4 > 7 : , magazine. 

















WORLD OF TEARS AND JOY. 

This world's.a rare and joyous place 
For those who deem it so, 

With smiles enough tor every face— 
This is no tale of woe. 

But yet when ali’s been done and said, 
Some little children creep, 

At cuddling-time, unkissed to bed 
And sob themselves to sleep. 


Their daddy's off at work, somewhere, 
Their mammy’s tired and worn, 

Both burdened down with carking care 
From the first break of morn. 


Each love-starved young one on the list | 


Has troubles by the heap, 
Yet each must go to bed unkissed 
And sob himself to sleep. 


Oh, world of sunshine mixed with storm, 
Oh, world of tears and joy, 
Oh, world of frozen hearts and warm, 
Oh, world of man and boy, 
Less were your sorrow, less your dread, 
If, when night's shadows creep, 
Each little lad went kissed to bed 
And smiled himself to sleep. 
—New York Fournal. 
THE HIGH-DIVE CURE, 
In Revere, Minn., they take drunkards 


Mudge 


| Entered at the post-office at New York as second-class 
| matter. Copyright, 1905, by Judge Company. 
Title registered as a trade-mark. 


PUBLISHED WEEKLY 
At THE 
PARKER BUILDING, FOURTH AVENUE AND 
NINETEENTH STREET, NEW YORK. 


| WRSTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE 
1136-7 Marquetie Buiiding, Chicago, il. 


} TERMS TO SUBSCRIBERS: 


UNITED STATES AND CANADA IN ADVANCE. 

| One copy, one year, or 52 numbers - . $5.00 
One copy, six months, or 26 numbers - « 
Une copy, for thurteen weeks ~ : . ° 1.25 

| Including the Curistmas Jupce. 

| FOREIGN SUBSCRIPTIONS—To all foreign coun- 

tries in the postal union, $6.50 a year. 
EUROPEAN SALES-AGENTS—/nternational News Com- 

pany, Bream’ s building, Chancery Lane, E. C., London; 

| Brentano's, Avenue de [ Opera, Paris; Saarbach’s 

News Exchange, Mainz, Germany. 


| 


The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright 


| in both the United States and Great Britain. Infringe- 


ment of this copyright will be promptly and vigorously 
prosecuted. 

CONTRIBUTORS must inclose a stamped and self- 
addressed envelope with all manuscripts, otherwise 


return of the latter when found unavailable cannot be | 


guaranteed. 
DRAWINGS and all contributions sent to the Art 
Department should have the sender’s full name and 





address written plainly on each and every separate 
sketch. The accompanying joke or descriptive letter- 


and give them what is locally called the | press should in paw y ? instance be written upon its in- 


“ high-dive cure,” by ducking them in a 


dividual picture, and NOT upon a separate slip of paper. 


| Inclosure of stamps to the full amount of postage is also 


large tank of water situated in a conven- | required, to insure safe and prompt return of material 


ient location in town. A couple of dips 
is all that has been required in any case 
yet, and one chronic offender from Wal- 
nut Grove who was immersed one even- 


ing has never shown up in Revere since. | 


—St. Paul Dispatch. 
TOO ROMANTIC, 

Because a pretty South Carolina girl 
has opened a law office in Washington, 
those giddy Washington papers would 
have us believe that crime at the capital 
is on the increase.—Cleveland Plain 
Dealer. 


| not sooupees 
IfjUu 


7E cannot be found at any news-stand, the 
publishers will be under obligations if that fact be 
promptly reported on postal-card or by letter. 








HE KNEW. | 


“My boy, here’s the place for you. 


| Hours, from ten to two; Saturdays, ten | 


to twelve ; work genteel and light; expe- 
rience unnecessary ; salary, one hundred 
dollars per week. How does that suit 
you af | 

“G'wan! I ain't got no fifty thousand | 
dollars to invest in the business.” —Zven- 


|\ing Bulletin. 
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Photogelatine in sepia, 8 x 11 
25 cents. 


Cupid at His Pranks 


Picture Department Judge Company 


PICTURES FOR CHRISTMAS 


Dainty Christmas 
remembrances, not 
too expensive, just a 
jolly “‘Hello! how 
are you?’ 


Address 


225 Fourth Avenue, New York 


supplied by Anderson Magazine Co., 
32 Union Square, NeW York 








75 cents. 








JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG 








Photogravure in sepia, 14 x 19. 


75 cents. 
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LOGIC, 
My dear, it won’t be for your own sake, but your money’s, 
that you'll be married.”’ 
‘Just so. On the same principle, you won't be married 
at all.’ —Meggendorfer Bitter. 
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~ 
Before the Christmas Dinner . 
A “nip” will make it doubly good. Any meal sand- 
wiched in between two small glasses of ‘‘Underberg Bitters’’ 
is eaten with relish and digested with comfort. For the family. 
Enjoyable as a cocktail and better for you. 
The tastiest of all bitters for sherry or mixed drinks is ‘‘UNDERBERG.”’ 
At all Hotels, Clubs and Restaurants, or by the bottle at Wine Merchants and Grocers. 


Bottled only by H. Underberg Albrecht, Rheinberg, Germany, since 1846. 
LUYTIES BROTHERS, 204 William street, New York, Agts. 
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A Christmas Toast with 
the Christmas Spirit 


Club Cocktails 


HE best beginning to Christmas 
merriment and the most ‘de- 


lightful drink in the world. 


Prized for their uniform delicacy 
in flavor, for their rare smoothness 
—of perfectly -blended old liquors 
aged in wood to exquisite mellow- 
ness. No chance-proportioned, un- 
blended cocktail can possibly be so 
good. Club Cocktails aremeas- 
ure-mixed to absolute uniformity. 
Seven kinds—all delightful— 

of good grocers everywhere. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Proprietors 
HARTFORD NEW YORK LONDON 
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,0togravure in blue-black, x 19—One Dollar > 
: es ee Photogravure in sepia, 14x 19—One Dollar 4 
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‘ Ideas for Christmas 3 
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$ One of James Montgomery Flagg’s clever op 
-onceits, s y re ced by the pho- 4 
¢ conceits, superbly reproduced by I < 
bs togravure process, is an ideal gift. op 
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Visage 








THE GHOSTLY WINTER WIND. } 
The Wind calls to the children that he's 
wan.in’ to come in ( 
FADS To tell ‘em skeery stories ‘bout the places | ' 
he has been : 
But he shakes the shutter so, 
] 


Phe little children know 


He'd let in all the witches 
' An’ the Old Man o’ the Snow! 
“Let me in!” says the Wind, ‘for the| 
FA N C J S snow falls white as foam, 
An’ I'm out here in the darkness, an’ I'm 
far away from home!" 


But the frightened children say : mad 
« Let the cold Wind go his way ! of a 
For his home is with the witches — wf 


Where the goblin-people stay !" pop 
HAVE THEIR BRIEF DAY : 
THEN FALL BY THE WAY “He's sighin’ an’ he’s cryin’ in the lone- 
BUT some winter night ; Tl 
The stars won't light his pathway, for he odd 
circu 


blows out every light ; 


He strips the leafy limb, “| 
Rocks the rainy steeples dim ; impo 
The old ha’nts dance around him, last 1 
An’ the hills play ghost with him !” bill | 
—Allanta Constitution, didn’ 

- : strok 

SHAVINGS. 7 ; S we § 

, . Bann! ee could 

A statistician has ascertained that the ere 

average man shaves over twenty square A lm pag a= eH 

miles of space in a lifetime. The figures , da 
may astound women or astonisli men . ~ ’ 

who wear full beards. They will not be Not the best PViilaw erste Champagne as 
the cause of the least surprise to men - re) a 
who worry along through a weary world But the Best Champagne — 

a 


facing the daily task of running a razor 
. ! | ‘L 


over uneven surfaces and relieving tedium 


now and again by cutting off a wart or 
making an incision. A black-haired man, 
whose beard grows more thickly and re- 
quires more “ going over,” may shave 


over twenty-five or even thirty square 


BALTIMORE miles. Although the fact is not men- 


tioned, it is probable that a man who neg- 


lects to have his razor honed may cover 
fifty miles of space between the time he 
reaches his majority and the time he finds | 
|a respite from his labors in the grave. | 

| 


Courier-Fournal. 





WAS FIRMLY FOUNDED ON THE YES. 

ROCK OF REPUTATION AND PUB- The young man who accepts a situ- 

Ange 4 aan tater inan | ation frequently gets a salary that is 

MOST POPULAR WHISKEY ON smaller than the wages of the young man 
THE AM: RICAN CONTINENT 





ed 


who gets a job.—Somerville Journal, 
g J 


Sold at all first-class cafés and by jobbers. ELOQUENCE, 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md, 2 . . 
From the land of the ivy to the gulf- 
| kissed shores of the southland ; from the 
busy marts east of the Allegihanies to the _ 
fore r THAT DEPENDS. 


slopes beyond the Rockies and on to the a3 is the } fe?” 
setting sun, a speculating nation has fo- Fat —— Sonny, is the ice safe 

> al : THe xip—*‘ For you or for me? 
cused| her glasses upon the great south-!_ : ™ 

west, where the red man walks along in 


Christmas | peace and an ever-contented citizenship 
are realizing the benefits of a bounteous Lael 
feast and happy environments. While in . 
Gif even the north central states the people 
f Cards are shivering and hugging stoves, here 
in Oklahoma, where the bolls of cotton 
sway back and forth as they are kissed 
by a gentle breeze of autumnal time, the 
Just the Right Kind mild sun of a southern clime floods fair The Name 


Kiowa with its glimmering sheen of -< 
warmth. — Hodart ( Oklahoma) Demo- 
of a Remembrance!  “" susie ae ~—=srTelis the Story 


NEWS TO HIM. 
“ The beauty of this great and glorious 









































A girl's head beautifully printed 
1s 
> bee oF i ,'| republic,” said the American proudly, ee } 
A e > us nnstmas “vere ‘*is that any boy born here may become ” . Good Cheer for 
ings " and " Compliments of," with President. ; : 6 


space for you to write your name. “Fawncy !” exclaimed the British tour- ’ Host and (Guest 


ist. ‘1 was under the impression that 
Five Cents E.ach or the President had to be at least forty 
Six f ‘ years of age.”"— Catholic Standard, 
x € a 
ra Quarter Ss Sold by LEADING DEALERS 
OF COURSE. EVERYW HERE 
| The glad Yuletide is approaching, and 
Address . every Boston girl, of course, is looking 
PICTURE DEPT JUDGE Co jeagerly forward to having another <dic- 
pe ts Apex: tionary for a Christmas present.—Somer- 


225 Fourth Ave., New York | ville Fournal. 














CRIMINAL. 
On a time a pale student from Ga. 
Was pinched for being a fa. 
Said the judge with a smile, 
« Young man, for a while 
Free of charge we are going to ba.’ 
Yale Record. 


SOUNDED THAT WAY. 

“ Pop ! 

« Yes, my son.’ 

«Who was Pandora ?” 

«Pandora, my boy, was a person who 
made many wonderful things come out 
ofa trunk.” 

«Wa 
pop >". Yonkers 


Pandora a_ baggage - smasher, 
Statesman. 








OTHING SURPRISES HIM. 

The Lillville Banner man, who took in 
the Georgia fair, and is coming to the 
circus, siys editorially, 

«Jt's such a wonderful age it’s next to 


impossi!ie to surprise anybody. Only 
last wee a fellow came in and settled a 
pill he'd been owing ten years, and we 
didn’t even suffer a medium paralytic 
stroke. And it’s our candid belief that if 


we should see the dead rise—and we 
could sop running—we'd just tell the 
barkeeper, ‘A little o’ the same, please,’ 
and wouldn’t even add two extra lumps 
ofsugar. The only surprise that heaven 
will have for us will be in the fact that 
were able to get in at all! ”"—Atanta 


Constitution. 


MAGNET 


The Premier 


Champagne 


Of the World 









Among Cham- 
pagnes ex- 
traordinary, 
Ayala Magnét 
has won inter- 
national en- 
dorsement of 
the most exact- 
ing judges of 
fine wines as 
«« Premier.” 

The signet seal 
of a fine menu. 


At hotels, clubs, cafes, 
grocers, wine mer- 
chants, etc. 

















Individuality and Character in Beer—mean Quality. 
per cent of all Beers have no character whatever. 

They are just common Beer. 
_ Our “ High Life” Beer has strictly a character of 
its own—a taste of its own—found in no other beer. 

It has that perfection of Beer Taste, that Superiority of 
Quality, that ** Miller” taste. 

Where does Miller “* High Life” Beer get that character 
and individuality ? 
First : From the high quality of our Malt, and the 


process of preparing same. Quality. 


THE STERN MOTHER. 


‘It touches me to the heart, Willie, that | am obl ged to punish you for your dis- 
obedience; but if you are real nice about taking your whipping, mother will give you 


a stick of candy!"’ 


—Hiegende Bitter. 


ELECTROS IN THIS ISSUE FROM THE ESTABLISHMENT OF 


















HGH LHE 


The Champagne of Bottle BEER 


Second: From the process of brewing, used exclusively 
m our brewery. 
perience. 


Third: From the superior and exclusive quality of our 
yeast, 


You may not understand all that we say here, but if you 
will order a bottle of ‘* High Life” Beer and drink it, you 
will very quickly perceive that the Individuality and 
Character of our Beer spells Superiority of 


ACKER, MERRALL & CONDIT COMPANY, Distributors 


135, 137, 139 West 42d Street, New York 



















Our own process, perfected by ex- 


Aristocrat 


of The Table 


Its superiority is univer- 
sally acknowledged. 


jaWat 

Hii Pure ha 

Spring Water 
Bottled in hygienic cleanli- 
ness at the spring. The 
favorite club man’s drink. 
The purest and best spark- 
ling water to make blended 
drinks. Order Hiawatha 
today. For sale at hotels, 
cafes, grocers and druggists. 


Hiawatha 
Spring Co. 
Leis} Park Chae, 


Distrib 
New York 
St. Paul 


M; } 
Chicago 





Duluth 





ALFRED J. LA VIGNE 
PRESIDENT-TREASURER 


WARREN CREVELING CLOUSE 
ViCE-PRESIDENT-SECRETARY 


ESTABLISHED 1851 
INCORPORATED 1899 








-ECTROTYPING + ° Te 
HOTG-ENGRAVING 


SS 


ver} 
708 WortTH 
PRIVATE BRANCH EXCHANGE 


TELEPHONE : 


wh 


we Ase 
he , > 
‘\ 


= yw view — 
Mion, 
441-447 PEARL STREET 


NEw YORK 














Consumers supplied by 
Park & Tilford 


and all first-class grocers. 


Dealers supplied by 
Dealers Importing Company, 
165 Duane Street, New York. 





« If you are an ale drinKer and Know that 
Drink Pp B Al Cc good, pure ale gives strength as well as s:t- 
a * isfaction to the man who drinks it, then 


drink P.B. Only pure malt and hops go into 
the brew. Eighty-five years’ experience goes into the brewing. A Success recognized 
and patronized by every lover of good ale. In bottle or on draught. 


Brewed at BUNKER HILL BREWERIES, Boston, Mass. 
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OLKS: The process of the suns has 
brought us once more within the zone 
of the Christmas spirit. It is a mystic 
time. Nobody is able to tell us why 
this chunk of frapped climate called 
December, the most inclement and 
inhospitable of the year, has become 
festooned about and adorned with so 
much romance, such tender memories 
and joyful associations. In this part of 
the year we are traversing a bit of the 
least known and most inviting geogra- 
phy of the human heart. And here 
is the peculiar thing about it, that the 
longer we live and the oftener we come 
round to it and think we have caught 

the secret of its charm, the more mysterious it grows. 

You must know that we could not now create the 
Christmas season if it did not already exist. We are too 
sophisticated ; we have traveled too far toward the 
disillusionments of the adult mind for such a work of 
pure genius. Just as the fairest joy of the Yule-time is 
derived from the innocence and unspoiled illusions of 
childhood, so the season itself grows out of the simpler 
feelings of an earlier age, when the world was young 
and a sweet enchantment dwelt at the heart of things. 

We can manufacture most anything in these stilted and 

accomplished times, but it is to be doubted if we could 

supply anything in the place of Christmas, if by some 
mischance of fate that jewel should be lost out of the 
treasures of the earth. 

And now, folks, in spite of the curious history of 
this miracle-time, in response to which the earth even in 
her most inclement season must needs bring forth her 














sweetest flowers, and children take on their happiest 
moods, and hearts grown cold with years relax with 
tenderness—in spite of all this you get out your faithful 
little hammers regularly about this time of the year and 
begin to knock. You knock the extravagance of the 
Christmas spirit. You knock the giver and the givirg 
of presents. You knock the old world for its childish 
folly in submitting to the ravages of the silly, deceptive 
myth of Santa Claus. In short, you are knockers all. 

If anything you are a little worse this year than ever 
before. The past twelvemonth has been a knockers’ 
harvest, and the earth has been ringing with the noise of 
your little hammers. You've knocked everybody and 
everything under the sun, and, goodness knows, there has 
been justification enough. More's the pity. My! but 
what a knockfest we have had. And now I charge 
you to bethink yourself in time to head off a dangerous 
habit; curb the little devil who, out of sheer malice, 
would change the music of the world into an anvil 
chorus. 

This Christmas season is a good time to put away 
your hammers and still the commotion of abuse so that 
a lovelier music may ravish the earth with sweeter 
melodies. It's a pretty good world, after all, and all our 
paths lead toward the hills. If you have got a dollar 
to-day, go spend it straight and speed it in kind intent 
toward some one you ought to love. However poor 
your hearth, kindle a little flame of cheer thereon, and 
draw around it a circle of hearts that will be gladdened 
by its warmth. Forget the ills you have suffered, and in 
forgetfulness find forgiveness for the wrongs you have 
done. 

Finally, be warned. The man who wields a 
hammer mashes his thumb sooner or later. 




















after dinner and examine and re-examine with a morbid avidity the 








DESERVED. 
IFTERS was always a very popular man, and consequently viewed 
the approach of the Christmas season with deep gloom. It had 
come to be his almost daily custom to repair to the attic immediately 


En slide down f 


En nipped me on 


Or Jac’ Fros’, 
In winteh he’s 
En when he 


Ah’m always glad 


En tuhns dem all 


Ol’ Jac’ Fros’, 


Till de sun d 


AC’ FROS’ he pack his winteh grip 


Oh, Clhoe, bring det weddeh strip 
En tack et roun’ de lof’. 

Hunt up dem crac’s en stuff dem tight, 
En dahn mah heaby cloes ; 

Jac’ Fros’ he made a call las’ night 


He creeps right in 
Fro quilts en skin 
En stings lak a bumble-bee. 


But though he nips me on de nose, 


He mak’ det pumpkin, goodness knows ! 
Es sweet es sugah-plum. 
He nip dem ’simmons on de tree, 


He mak’s det ’possum skip wid glee 
En stahts de meddeh bunny. 


Ah see yo’ gloss 

When Ah peep et de break ob day; 
Den Ah tak’ mah nip 
En bac’ Ah slip 


um de noff. 


de nose. 






boss, 
calls on me, 


he cum; 


to honey ; 






ribes yo’ away. 
VICTOR A. HERMANN. 




































probably would not want. With the season’s best wishes, I am, very truly yours, 


heap of articles which had been presented to him by his friends at 


Christmas days of the past. 


In Gifters’s nature was a well-developed 


strain of thrift, and his pain was exquisite when he reflected that in 


almost every other attic in the land was a similar pile of useless and 


mouldering Christmas presents. 
it was almost with a sensation of alarm that Mrs. Gifters heard him 


whistling as he came up to the steps one evening, some two weeks 
In one hand he carried a brown-paper parcel, 


before Christmas day. 
which he placed upon 
the library table. 

“What have you 
in this package, John ?” 
Mrs. Gifters asked, 
pinching a small hole 
in the paper. 

“Christmas pres- 
ents,” was the noncom- 
mittal reply, as John 
lighted his pipe. 

By this time Mrs. 
Gifters had removed the 
wrapping 
discovered a neat pack- 


paper and 


age of small printed 
Selecting one, 
she read : 


cards. 


‘Having for a long 
time wished for » a 
have purchased it, and as in 
all probability you would 
not care for it, anyway, 
I will not make you a 
present of it. You are 
requested to act likewise 
regarding the article which 
you had intended sending 
me, which you no doubt 
wish to keep and which I 
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So deep had 


SAA ACM OR 


see 


become his gloom that 





an 
i 


Mrs. Gifters gasped in horror. 


‘¢ JOHN GIFTERS.” 


“ You don't mean to say you intend to send those things out ?” 


she demanded. 


“I most certainly do,” Gifters coolly replied, producing a package 


of envelopes, a list of names and a sheet of stamps. 


For the first time in her life Mrs. Gifters was too much affected 


to even talk, but sat in a stony silence while Gifters finished his job 
and went out to the letter-box. 


A few days after Christmas Gifters came home with a somewhat 


heavy box under his arm. 





> 


WHEN THE ICE 
** Follow de lead, Chimmey Cop! 






IS SAFE. 
It's safe, all right."’ 


As there was no paper wrapper in which 
she could pinch a hole, Mrs. Gifters got the scissors and pried off the 


top, exposing a plush 
case in which lay a tall 
silver tankard. 

‘*What a beauty ! 
Where did you get it ?” 
she exclaimed delight- 
edly. 

Gifters silently turn- 
ed the cup over and 
pointed to the inscrip- 
tion : 

To Gifters 
from his friends as a token 
of their 
admiration and gratitude. 
gE. C. HALL. 


READY FOR 
BUSINESS, 
6s THATS A pretty 
high tower you ‘re 
building. What is it for? 
You 're not going to try 
to reach heaven that 
way, are you ?” 

“I'm simply keeping 
abreast of the times. 
This is to be a repair 
station for air-ships.” 











A LAY OF 


Lo in the corner, high and dry, deserted by the tide, 
_Dismantled and forlorn she lies, of paint and varnish bare ; 
Her rigging now strewn far and wide, 
Bereft of all her ancient pride 
Which once the elements defied— ° 
The old ship Rocking Chair, yeo ho! 
The good ship Rocking Chair. 


Yeo ho, my lads! but those were times when, braving storm and squall, 
We cast her off from Pantry Port, and rolling scuppers under, 

Past Fire-place Cove with heave and haul 

We set the main top-gallant shawl, 

And sank a drifting hassock yawl 
Mid peals of tea-tray thunder— 
Yeo ho! icebergs and thunder. 


Ho! run the Jolly Roger up, and give the wheel a turn; 
Call on that arm-chair galleon to strike her colors low. 

Load grape and rake her stem to stern: 

Ho, boarders! take her, loot and burn, 


THE SPANISH MAIN 


Cease not until those Spaniards learn 
Respect for such a foe. Yeo ho! 
And clap them down below. 


Then loomed Cape Hatrack through the fog, upon the bow to lee, 
And skirting ’neath Piano Cliffs, the wind upon the quarter, 
Through Table Bay and Carpet Sea 
Past Bookcase Island running free, 
We warped her up to Sofa Quay 
In sunny tranquil water— 
Yeo ho! in tropic water. 


+ . * * * * * * * 


In liners, aye, and luggers, too, I’ve sailed in work and play : 
And who shall say more dangers lay or pleasures sought me there ? 
I’m tempted sore, some rainy day, 
A buccaneering course to lay 
From Pantry Port to Table Bay 
In the old ship, Rocking Chair. 
The good ship, Rocking Chaér. 


Yeo ho! 


GORDON GRANT. 











WING to the slump in the stock-market, and the plumbers’ bills 





which commence to accumulate at this season of the year, we 
feared that many of our multi-millionaires would not be in a position 
to purchase their usual supply of Christmas gifts, and to this end we 
give below a few uselul suggestions for gifts that can be made at home 
with very little trouble. These ideas have been sent to us by our 
special correspondents from fourteen cities simultaneously : 


A HANDY WATCH-FOB. 
The handsome watch-fob shown below is made from hide taken 
from a live horse. Stop any runaway horse on 
the street, and if no one stops you take a sharp 
pen-knife and cut out a strip of the horse's 


wide. Put it in soak—not the pawn-shop, but 
salt water—and then dry in the sun. Fasten a 
fishhook to one end of it, on to which the watch 
is to be hung. If you are not fortunate enough 
to have a watch, send us a post-card to that 
effect and we will immediately send you one. 





We forgot to mention, however, that said post- 
The handy watch- card must be accompanied by fifteen dollars 


fob. in cash. 


A KNOBBY SOUP-PIPE, 

One of the hardest things in the world is to 
make a boy eat soup. This little device, however, is 
an inducement, for it is the easiest thing in the world 
to make a boy smoke a pipe, or to make him think 
he’s smoking a pipe. The boy, whoever he is, will 
readily take the pipe-stem in his mouth, the bowl 
of which is to be filled with soup, and thus, while 
the youngster imagines himself under the influence 
of the tobacco trust, he is in reality absorbing a 
nutritious liquid. The soup-pipe can be made by 
getting a piece of garden hose about six inches long, 


: : The knobty soup- 
and fastening it on to the spout of a coffee or teapot. pipe. 


THE MUCK-RAKE, 

The muck-rake is a handy thing for waxing fat on others’ faults ; 
for building up your own system by running down some one else's 
“system.” It is made as follows: Take about thirty pages of calen- 
dered paper, pour in two pints of upton sinclair, a cup of ida tarbell, 
a heaping teaspoonful of graham phillips and a pinch of tom lawson. 
Squeeze this mass of stuff between a bunch of advertising, and then 
stir constantly ; you'll have to. 


| HE room, it was but four by six, 
The job, it seemed but small— 

A new bath-tub therein to fix 
And paint it—that was all. 

The first to stir was the carpenter, 
He led a cheerful crew ; 

And day by day they smoked away 
And tore the room in two. 

Yes, day by day they smoked away, 
A pipe for every lath— 

And never a care for a man’s despair 


Who wanted a morning bath. 





~ The plumbers came and did the same. 
They found a lot of lead 
Beneath the floor. Behind the door 
They piled it up instead. 
The ancient tub, with a metal club 
They slowly smashed in parts, 
And day by day they smoked away 
With pleased, contented hearts. 
Ves, day by day they smoked away 
And cut a wider swath— 
With never a care for a man’s despair 
Who wanted a morning bath. 


SOME COSTLESS CHRISTMAS COMBINATIONS. 


Jupce’s special department for the instruction of those who have learned to depend entirely on the newspapers and magazines for gift suggestions. 


hide about fourteen inches long and one inch One of our lady reporters tune she is playing is ‘“* There'll be a hot time 















THE MUSICAL XYLOPHONE, 

Find a steam radiator in any flat and tear it from the floor. It 
can be more easily done in a flat on the top floor, for here it will nev: r 
be missed in the winter-time as the janitor never uses it for steam, 
anyway. Fill each iron tube with a greater 
or lesser amount of pot-cheese until the 
sounds, upon striking the tubes, are graduated 
and you can run up a regular scale without 
having the people down stairs knocking up. The 
photograph shown herewith shows one of our 
lady reporters playing on one of these home- 













made instruments. She holds in her left hand 
acan of cold water, as shown, because the 







playing on a home-made 
xylophone. 





in the old town to-night,” and she is afraid 
the pot-cheese will burn. 







THE USEFUL SHEARS. 
Get a cake of ice about three feet long and cut therefrom two 
strips about two inches wide. Rivet your eye on the spot where 








the two blades cross, about five inches 






from the end. By referring to the illustration 





you will notice that a wishbone is to be at- 







tached to the end of each blade. This serves 





to hold firmly whatever you are cutting. 
The shears are handy for coldly cutting your 







acquaintances. The picture we give was 






taken by our staff photographer and shows a 






contributor of Christmas poetry about to cut 






off his head. He heard last Sunday about 






the burning of ancient Jericho, and the 






manager chided him for not having been on 
the spot to cover the story poetically. Hence 
in a fit of despondency he committed the 






The useful shears. 





above dastardly deed. 


A DANDY ROW-BOAT. 

Go to the plumbers’ and get an iron bath-tub. Hold a wax-candle 
flame under the front part until the iron gets soft and starts to melt. 
Then hammer both sides until they 
come to a point. This will make the 
pretty bow of the boat and you can sit 
in it and look stern at the other end. 
Thus your craft is completed at very 
little expense. The boat in our illustra- 
tion was drawn by a tug. The lady 
within was sketched by Doré. r. p. errzer, 































A dandy row-boat. 


THE TALE OF A TUB. 


Now paint, it seems, is not a task 
Of a single equinox. 

It takes tobacco Jy the cask, 
And matches by the box. 

And when the tide was once applied, 
To make the matter sure, 
The painters paused until it dried 
For at least three days or four. 
Then day by day they smoked away 
And added two coats more. 

Yes, day by day they smoked away 
Along their painty path— 

With never a care for a man’s despair 


Who wanted a morning bath. 


Oh, youth is age, and age is youth, 
And time is not at all, 

When you trust to the brave mechanic’s ruth 
Your bath-tub old and small. 

For day by day they smoke away 
Nor heed the rising wrath, 

Nor the anxious stare, nor the sad despair 
Of the man who wants a bath. 


RALPH BERGENGREN. 
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MISCALCULATED THE SPACE 
‘Did you havé a gooa time on Christmas day, Tommy ?” 


THE BOSTON BOY’S COMPOSITION. 


O! IT IS the twenty-fifth day of December. De. 
cember is now rated the twelfth month, though 
once it was regarded as the tenth. 

At this season of the year the sun begins to 
remain longer above the horizon line, rendering 

While the divi- 


sion of duration into months and weeks is purely 


the diurnal period less brief. 


arbitrary and arranged solely for the conveni- 





ence of mankind, yet the division into days has 


a more logical and less traditional basis. 


ndus gifts were given by men, women, and children 


oné to another. Numerous parents were addicted 


ing preceding this pagan feast, would suspend their 
hosiery from mantel-pieces and elsewhere, finding 
therein the next morning such gifts as would, in 
balk and shape, admit of such disposal. 

These customs were for the most_part practi- 
cally harmless, and even gave a sort of childish and 
primitive pleasure to the participants therein. But 
there was one feature of the observance that cannot 
too strongly be deplored: Little, helpless children 
whose powers of logic were highly undeveloped were 





‘*No, I didn't. I made such a fool of myself over the turkey that | only had room for one pie.” 


Here's to the dearest 

Of all things on earth. 
(Dearest, precisely, 

And yet of full worth ) 
One who lays siege to 

All weak, manly hearts— 
(Pocket-books also; 

That’s one of her arts). 
Drink to her, toast her, 

Your banners unfurl— 
Here's to the peerless 

American girl! 

















































LACONIC, 


6s [s the proprietor in ?” asked 
the visitor. 

“No, 

office-boy. 

‘Is he in the city ?” 


gg the 


replied 


‘ Yes, sir.” 


v v 

re «Will he be back soon ?” 
Pe * No, sir.” 

ae “ To-night ?” 

as «« No, sir.” 


‘*To-morrow sometime ?”’ 
i No, sir.” 

‘*Did he leave any word 
Mr. Brown ?” 


oo 


«No, sir.” 

The stranger looked at 
the office-boy sharply. «* When 
did he go?” 

“Yesterday afternoon.” 

** Didn't say when he'd be 
back ?” 

« No, sir.” 


7 


é 


| 
} 


‘ 


‘* Well, where the dickens 
ts he ?” 

«* At the undertaker’s.” 

« What’s the matter ?” 


s : 
“ He's dead.’ 
DWIGHT SPENCER ANDERSON. 


Hasay -A-LINNELL-O6 


SUGGESTIVE. 


THINK Mr. 
attentions are serious, 


6s Grimsby’s 
mamma,” says the fair young 
thing. 

“Has he said anything ?” 
asks mamma. 

‘““No; but for a Christmas 
gift he has sent me a cook- 
book and a volume on home 
decoration.” 


taught to believe that a gross pagan creature (usually described as 
coming in a sleigh drawnseby reindeer) was the personality that filled 
This 
mythical personality was also falsely reported to be of corpulent build 


with his own hands the stockings hung annually for gifts. 


and bloated, plethoric countenance, shamefully rubicund, and clad in 
furs that illy fitted h’s obese form. Perhaps the crowning infamy of 
this false teaching was that the defenseless babes were induced to 
believe that this corpulent, coarse creature, laden with things for their 
material welfare and to cater to the most trivial of their sadly-neglected 
tastes, came down through the narrow aperture of the chimney and 
ascended again by that same impossible and inconvenient route. 

. We cannot, appreciate sufficiently, without an 
occasional painful contemplation of the barbarism 


Rather an interesting historical fact has been bJ 
unearthed regarding this particular day in the year : hy me of an age so recently passed, the enlightenment of 
Many, many years ago there existed a pagan custom SLi Y) the present day in which we live and devote our- 
acéording to the observances of which multitudi- ie CT », selves only to none but the higher and more inte!- 


lectual forms of pleasure; neither can we, without 
an occasional shocked glance at the rest of this 


to’thé habit of lavishing upon their offspring at this ~ 4 : cluster of straggling colonies, appreciate duly the 
season gifts of the most frivolous and useless char- y : > privilege of residing in New England, where supe - 
actér, such as trifling toys, sickening sweets and ASG? Yu )  stition and paganism in all their forms have been 
‘ f 4 = &/, Z gee ge 
trashy literature. This custom prevailed through- rs eee mer ey 4 tv so long obsolete. STRICKLAND W. GILLILAN. 
7 . . x 7 aw 4 
out most of the United States and in portions of ay = | ta ’ 
es | P > ea ee HOW CAN YOU PLEASE HER? 
‘ee . : LAS HE HATES you if your gi 
It is almost too pitiably amusing to be plausi- AY sae Er 4 S Cost I Me are her : 
oa al ; “tel / ost less than that which she presen 
ble, yet it is firmly established as to its authenticity ; And if your gift cost more than he “ 
—that children, and even their parents, on the even- / oboe Which she gave you she’s discontented ; 


And, furthermore, if what you give 
Cost just as much—no more—no less— 
As that which she gave you she thinks 
Exchanging gifts is foolishness. 


A RECOGNITION OF MERIT. 
6s \yY ARE yovw haefing a Christmas-tree by your 
house, Mr. Isenstin ?’’ 
«Christmas-trees are all full mit candles and 
catches fire so easy,” 
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The love affair of Mary Bell, How, 'neath the charm of Cupid's spell, Did not, if | may say so, jell; 
Who breathed a deep and deathless vow. Each thought respectively of "Thou," And why—"tis plain to reason now— 
Is pictured by this villanelle. Is pictured by this villanelle. Is pictured by this villanelle. 





2 a 6 
Omarian love he proffered well, In course of time it so befell Dear reader, | am loath to tell 
And spoke of, "underneath the bough," That, after two years as a Frau, Just what the artist meant, and how 
The love affair of Mary Bell. The love affair of Mary Bell The love affair of Mary Bell 


's pictured by this villanelle. 
FRANKLIN P. ADAMS. 
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Girt (shivering)—‘‘ Well, if you think they's cow-tracks I'm going back home. 


HER CAUSE FOR GRIEF, 


LAS! Christ- 


sobbed, 


‘“ 8 ies Y 


mas,” she 


with her head buried in 


the sofa-cushions, so that 
her voice sounded muffled 
and afar off, “he brought 
home a new 


which he had paid out an 


gown, for 


extravagant sum of money. 
The gown was of a tint that 
was at bitter enmity with 
my complexion, and I can 
the Christ- 
mas before he brought home 


never wear it; 


a bonnet—just think of 
that !—a bonnet, in which 
I looked such a fright 


that the witch of Endor 
would have seemed one of 
Worth’s customers by con- 
trast. 

“T reasoned with him 
patiently, and his only 
answer was that he enjoyed 
doing little things to sur- 
prise me. 
him see that it is no pleasure 


I tried to make 


to a.woman to be surprised 
with articles of wearing 
apparel, as she has to pick 
and choose such things her- 
self in order to make them 
at all suitable. He seemed 
at last to understand, and 
he promised faithfully that 
next time he bought some- 
thing for me he would con- 
sult me first, or simply give 
me the money and let me 
buy it for myself. 
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CITY-BRED FEARS. 


-** | don’t know jest whether dem’s bear-tracks or cow-tracks.” 
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WORSE AND WORSE. 


Mrs. Storx—‘‘ What's John bringing that one back for ?” 
Mr. Storx—‘* Why, it's getting so you can’t even work them off as Christmas gifts.” 








I'm afraid of cows.’’ 


“T was so glad when 
he promised, and I felt our 
troubles of that kind were 
over. I hated so to seem 
unappreciative, but I could 
not even pretend to be glad 
over those awful things he 
had brought me. 

“B-b-but this Christ- 
mas,” and here her parox- 
ysms of grief were touching 
to behold, ‘‘ he went and did 
the worst thing yet—he 
bought me a pair of corsets 
and a full double set of false 
teeth—and without m-m-m- 
my being m-m-measured 
for e-e-e-either of th-th-them 


-—Bo2-hoo-00-00-00 !” 


And we went softly 
away, for there was nothing 
we could say that would 
help matters in the least. 


Ss. W. G. 


HE WAS JUST WON- 
DERING. 
66 HENRY, "said Mrs, 
Peck, ‘“* what are you 
thinking about ?” 

“I was just wondering 
if, when women are on an 
equal footing with men, 
Santa Claus will wear a 
corset.” 


IT SEEMS SO. 


66 YJHERE are the cen- 
tres of population, 

pa?” 
** Around the bargain- 


” 


counters, my son! 





A TABLE OF CONTENTS. 


By J. L. HARBOUR. 


HERE was a rustle of silken skirts and 
a delicate exhalation of something 
that told of sachet-bags in her be- 
longings, as she came up to the win- 
dow of the receiver's office in the 
street-railway building. 

“I came,” she said sweetly, “ to 
make inquiries about a small hand- 
bag I feel quite sure that I left on the 
car when I left it 

I had been down town, and I 


about two hours 
ago. 
very carelessly got off the car and left 
the bag behind me. It is a small 


not more than six or eight 





‘hand-bag, 
inches long, and perhaps five or six 
wide. Indeed, one could hardly call it a bag. It is of stamped brown 
Russian leather and—has such a bag been left here since two o'clock ?” 
«No, madam ; no hand-bag of any kind has been left here this 
afternoon.” 

“Do you think it is likely to be left here ?” 

«It may, and it may not. If it was still on the car wken the car 
reached the end of the route it should come in here some time this 
afternoon ; but it is possible that some one picked it up and kept it. 
You sure you left it on the car ?” 

« Oh, quite, quite sure! I remember distinctly that I opened it 
after I got on the car to look at some Hamburg edging I had pur- 
chased. If I leave my card and a description of the contents of the 
bag, to prove that it is really mine, will you notify me if it comes in at 
any time ?” 

« T will, madam. 

‘‘T have them right here on my card. 
the bag. it was, as I say, very much smaller than the ordinary hand- 
bag, and it had in it—let me see if I can remember. I know that I 
can name enough things to prove that the bag is mine. It had three 
yards of inch-wide Hamburg edging and two yards of torchon lace in- 
sertion and two yards of quite narrow ecru lace and a yard and a 
quarter of pink chiffon and a yard of India silk for a little bracket lam- 
brequin and two yards of inch-wide blue taffeta ribbon and a yard of 
red velvet ribbon and a yard and a half of quite wide grosgrain rib- 
bon with Dresden china figures in it that | got at a ribbon sale and 
some narrow pink velvet ribbon for a stock and two small steel buckles 
and six small lace medallions—I suppose you know what they are, and 
a rhinestone buckle and a package of hairpins and a pair of gray Fos- 
ter kids entirely-new and another pair of white kid gloves I was going 
to take to the cleaner but forgot them and a spool of gray silk twist 
and a card of hooks and eyes and a pair of rubber dress-shields and 
three little doilies slightly soiled reduced from fifty cents to nineteen 
cents each on that account and six skeins of yellow embroidery silk and 
an envelope full of dress-goods samples and a box of assorted pins and 
a large black belt-buckle and a small wing to put on a hat I am plan- 
ning to trim myself and two yards of white elastic and a pair of long 
black silk taffeta gloves and a corset-cover and a dainty little china 
pin-tray I got at a mark-down sale and three yards of navy-blue chiffon 
veiling and a small coin purse with three or four cents in it and a very 
very handsome damask towel with the initial ‘H’ in the corner and a 
card of pearl buttons and six quite large steel buttons and a shirt-waist 


What is the name and address ?” 
Now, as to the contents ot 











© 
a 


PALMISTRY. 


Miss DE StyLeE—‘‘! was waiking down the road with a palmist last night 
and we met George and Martha in a carriage out driving."’ 

Mr. Gunsusta—“ You did!"’ 

Miss DE StyLe—‘‘ Yes; and what do you think, the palmist told me that 
George had been hugging Martha."’ 

Mr. Gunsusta—‘‘t How could she tell ?"’ 

Miss pe StyLe—“‘ By the lines in Martha's hands." 


set and a pair of fine black hose—ladies’—and—let me see, is that all ? 
I suppose I have mentioned enough things to identify the bag even it 
there are some things in it I have not mentioned ?” 

* You have, madam.” 

* Yes; I suppose so. Then if you will notify me I will call or 
send—I forgot, there was a yard of white nun’s veiling in the bag and 
half a pound of burnt almonds. Funny I forgot them, for they are 
my favorite candy. As I say, it is a small brown Russian leather bag 
and—I remember now that it also had a small pair of scissors in it and 
six pairs of shoe-laces—ladies’—and a pearl-handled glove-buttoner. 
I wasn’t really shopping and I ¢hiné that was all.” 

And when she had reached the door she turned and added, 

‘‘lam not sure, but I think that there was also a small bottle ot 
pulsatilla pellets in the bag and another one of camphor tablets. I al- 
ways carry the tablets to take if I feel that 1am catching cold. They 
break it right up if-taken in time.” And she was gone. 
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HIS PREFERENCE. 
** Now, pahson, how would yo’ like yo’ eggs cooked ?”” 
*‘Bile ‘em hard in de shell, sistah. 


N 


UNDERSTOOD. 


HE atmosphere of home, sweet home, 





Has grown suspicious, quite ; 

My fond wife’s glances seem to roam ; 
She does not sleep at night. 

My aldest son here, just of late, 
Most dutiful has grown ; 

The youngest, from a recent date, 
Much courtesy has shown. 


My eldest daughter seems to be 
Developing kind ways 

Which never were discerned by me 
In weary, by-gone days. 

The baby’s ‘‘coo”’ seems more replete 
With sweetness, and the maid 

Persists in smiling when we meet— 
She makes me quite afraid. 


Likewise the butler and the cook 
And gardener greet my call 

With such politeness that I look 
For all the stars to fall. 

But I, through past experience, 
Surmise their little drift : 
They hope to get, at my expense, 

A costly Christmas gift. 
HANS’S HOPES HASHED., 
HANS was a ruddy-laced grocer’s boy. 
He was poor, but honest and energetic. 
On the paltry wages paid monthly to him by Schmidtausend, his 


LURANA W. SHELDON, 


employer, he barely existed, being compelled to dine on store-cheese and 
crackers during the week, with perhaps prunes on Sunday for dessert. 

Day after day he could be seen trudging along the dusty streets, 
a large basket suspended from his muscular arm, weighted down with 
dainty viands. 

And the heaviest basket always seemed to go to Mrs. Gunbusta, 
who lived farthest from the store. And whenever Hans brought an 
order to that good lady she invariably asked him to do small favors 
for her, such as rolling out or in the heavy galvanized garbage can, 
dusting the clumsy door-mats, or polishing the brass work around 
the front of the house, for all of which Hans received merely a pleasant 
“thank you” from Mrs. Gunbusta. But nevertheless Hans did all of 
these things willingly, for it was the twenty-first of December, and in a 
few more days Christmas would be here and he would be fabulously 
rewarded. 

(If it had been the eighteenth of July Hans would have told her— 
but we digress. ) 

At last Christmas morning dawned, cold and bright. 

Fortunately, Hans had a large basket full of luxuries to deliver to 
the wealthy Mrs. Gunbusta. As he walked along the avenue toward 
her palatial mansion his fat, chubby face was wreathed in smiles. He 
had decided unanimously to deposit part of the money in the bank, dab- 
ble in real estate withsome of it, and retain one dollar and forty cents 





Yo’ know I’se a hard-shell Baptist."’ 








for himself, with which he would go to Jersey 
City and paint the town red, If the « paint- 
ing’’ could be done for less than one dollar 
forty he would send the balance left over to the 
old folks across the sea. 

At last he reached the big iron gate that 
led into his ElDorado. It clicked behind him. 
Za As he touched the button which summoned the 

cook his entire soul was saturated with joy. 
Besides, his palm itched, and he knew that was 
a positive sign of his getting money. 

The cook welcomed him pleasantly, and he 
had hardly deposited his basket upon the kitchen 
table when she informed him that Mrs. Gun- 

+= busta wanted tosee him upstairs in her library. 

He could hardly contain himself. His two 
palms commenced to itch. He went up the 
stairs three steps at a time, and entered the 
beautiful library with hat in hand and with a 
courteous bow. 

The lady nodded a cheerful welcome and 
then said, 

‘*Hans, I wish you a joyous and pros- 
perous Christmas, and I want you to take this 
five-dollar bill and ”’ 

‘* Danks, lady, dank you. Och, Gott! I 
didn’t oxpect so much. Jiminy-crickets !”’ in- 
terrupted the appreciative Teuton. 





After a vexatious pause, Mrs. Gunbusta went on, 

«What I was going to say, Hans, when you interrupted me, was 
that you should take this five-dollar bill and tell Mr. Schmidtausend to 
take out the four dollars and ninety cents I owe him, and—er—you 
can keep the change as a present fr’” 

" But Hans waited to hear no more. What he grumbled as he 
kicked his way out of that house could be printed better with pi-ed 


type. spelling. 





It was no “‘ reformed” F. P. PITZER. 


REVISED VERSION. 
6% oe spare that tree! 
Touch not a single bough. 
With useless things for me 
It’s overloaded now !” 


THE LAND OF PROMISE. 

AN old colored woman from Virginia—one of those who had been a 

slave—came to New York not long ago to visit her daughter 
living over to the west of Columbus Circle. It was the first time the 
old woman had ever been out of her native state and the big city 
The daughter dutifully took her mother about to see 
and one day they were making their first 
trip along Eighth Avenue. At a corner shoe-shinery two Italians were 
busily polishing the shoes of a well-dressed darkey who was smoking his 


amazed her. 
the sights in a mild way, 


cigarette and enjoying himself. 
The old woman caught at her daughter’s sleeve and stopped 
suddenly when she saw the unusual sight. 


‘Lam’ o’ glery, Susan!” she exclaimed, ‘‘I nebber 'spected to 


Dah’'s two white folks blackin’ one nigger'’s shoes, 


lib to see dis day. 
Ef dis yer ain't de lan’ o’ promise, den dar ain't none, sho’. 








EDITORS 


CHRISTMas TREE. 











A HOLIDAY ACHIEVEMENT. 
No Christmas flowers bloom for him, 
Poor man! as everybody knows. 
And yet he labors to keep trim 
And neat a bright carnation nose. 














MERELY A SPOOK. 
T= palmist had read the 

hands of the other mem- 
bers of the club with a fair 
degree of accuracy. He had 
§ said that Ames, the organist, 
> was musical; that Blashfield, 
the painter, had artistic ability, 
and that the extraordinary 
length of General Manager 
Merritt’s second finger denoted 
great executive power. 

But when the reader of 
hands reached Harmsworth, 
the mayor, it was plain that 
he was puzzied. 

“Go ahead,” urged 
Harmsworth. “The last chap 
that read that palm said that 
I was pugnacious, conceited, 
hot-tempered, and 
flirtatious. Surely you can’t 
do worse than that.” 

“It isn’t that,” returned 


WONDERFUL GIRL. 
There was a girl in our town, 
And she was wondrous sweet. 
She felt her hair was coming down, 
One day while on the street. 


dishonest 


And when she found her hair was down, 
With all her might and main 

She twisted it into a knot 
And put it up again. 


the palmist, eying the palm 
perplexedly. ‘* That isn’t what 
bothers me.” 

“ Heavens !” exclaimed 
‘Is it bad enough to necessitate my wearing gloves 
as a precaution against getting found out? Speak up, man !” 

« Why,” returned the puzzled palmist, ‘‘ according to your life-line, 


Harmsworth. 


you've been dead at least fifteen years.” 


REVENGE, 


« Alfred,” said Mrs. Wolcott over the telephone at ten a. m., ‘* our 
cook was taken ill a few minutes ago, so I intend to cook dinner 
myself. We will have a plain meal of steak, potatoes and perhaps 
pie, if I have time—just the sort of meal I used to cook when we were 
first married and started housekeeping. Now, I wish you would bring 


somebody from the office home to dinner. I want your friends to 


know what a practical woman you have for a wife.” 























‘* STRAPPED.” 


In after life, financially, 
John H. was ‘‘ strapped ’’ for 


John Henry Jones was always 
** strapped "’ 


From birth until he died. fair. 
In childhood days his father He even died at Sing Sing 
‘* strapped "’ ‘* strapped" 


John Henry till he cried. To an electric chair. 


“ All right,” replied Wolcott, «I'll bring Jones.” 
«But I thought you said, the other day, Jones was your worst 
enemy at the office !” 


«“ Well,” replied the fond husband as he rang off, « he is.” 


CRUEL. 
First bride—“ You would find it more economical to do your 
own cooking.” 
Second bride—** How so ?” 
First bride—“ Your husband wouldn’t eat so much !” 





TO BE CONSCIOUS OF THE HOUR WOULD BE UNWORTHY OF HIM. 
Voice (from siairway, one a.m.)—‘‘ Jane, does that young man know what time it is?” 


Jane (complacently)—‘* Well, if he did 1 should doubt his affection !"’ 











THE CHRISTMAS 
GAME. 


R. MEEK 
generously for the 





loosened 


Christmas season. He 
gave Mrs. Meek fifty 
dollars in cash and a 


handsome necklace. To 
his son he presented a 
watch, while his daugh- 
ter received a pretty 
bracelet and a writing- 
His servants each 
received five 
the ice-man, the 
postman 


desk, 
dollars, 
while 
ash-man, the 
and the numerous work- 





ers who rendered varied 
assistance during the 
year were rewarded to 
the extent of one dollar 
per individual. 

Total, $475.00. 

Mr. Meek's 
dealt liberally with the 
head of the household. 
Mrs. Meek gave him a 


family 

Mes. SMIJONES 
baby back from Europe with them." 

WILLIE 
in this country." 
pair of house slippers, 
his son contributed a green-and-pink necktie, while his daughter 
presented him with a picture-frame for his wife’s bureau. Every 
one else said, ** Thank you, sir.” 

Total, $4.75. 

Moral—* A fair exchange is no robbery.” 


NOT FOR HER. 
66 ARLING !" he exclaimed passionately, ‘« why delay 
make it weeks instead of months to our marriage ?” 
She shyly hid her fair, blushing face upon his manly breast. 
Why not make it the one 


why not 


“ The merry Christmas season is near. 
Christmas of my life ?’’ he continued. 
Suddenly she drew away from him. 
“No, I could not think of such a thing !" she said decidedly. 
A look of pain was upon his open brow. Why this sudden cold- 
ness ? 
“ But why, dearest ?” he faltered. 
« And have everybody make their presents for the wedding do for 
Christmas also ?”’ she asked, with a hint of scorn in her beautiful voice. 
gE. Cc. HALL. 
HIS PREFER- 
ENCE, 
66 HICH DO 
you prefer, 
Johnnie, Christmas 
or the Fourth of 
July ?” 
“If I git burn- 
ed I like Christmas 
the best, but after 





HN 











everything 's et up 
and I have the 
stomach-ache I'd 
rather it was the 


Fourth.” 





Bon-bons. Chocolate straight. 





PATRIOTIC. 
-* Well, Willie. | hear that your papa and mamma are bringing a new 


“Yes, an’ | think they're foolish. 


THE SEVEN CANDY AGES OF WOMAN. : for 


=o monn | 
















Choice smal! box— name important. 


RICHARDE OFFE YE 
LYONE’S HEARTE., 
NCE UPONNE a 
tyme, my children, 
there lived in ye lande 
off Englande a Kynge 
thatte was called Coeur 
de-Lyone, because he 
hadde ye hearte offe ye 
lyone toe fyte, & woulde 
fyte at ye droppe of ye 
hatte. He was wonte toe 
gette uponne hys heade 
an irone potte & toe putte 
uponne hys legges pieces 
offe ye large water pype 
& take inne hys hande ye 
round irone shylde lyke 
unto ye toppe of ye man 
hole, & woulde sally fourth 
uponne hys steede & fyte 
ail who woulde come toe 
mete hym, & he kylled 
manie menne &hys fayme 
was verrie grayte. But 
at last there came a tyme 
when ye people didde 
saye one untoe ye other, ‘‘Is this after all ye great stunt toe ‘kylle 
menne with ye sharpe sworde ? It looks easie toe me, 23 for hym.” 
& ye Kynge was verrie sadde & moped in ye halle & mayde ye 
& ye faythfulle squyre didde try toe console hym 





They could have got just as good a one 


mournful lamente. 
& sayde toe hym : 

“Whie does my lyege lorde wyepe? Is notte mye lorde ye 
Has he notte gathered muche fayme 


greatest scrapper in ye worlde ? 
But ye Kynge woulde notte be com- 


in ye jouste & ye tournie ?” 
forted, & sayde: 

« Oddsbodikynes & gazzookys, whatte offe thatte? Whatte iffe I 
have helde ye fylde agynst ye countless foe in ye baytle & ye tournie, & 
have ye Karnegie medie ? Ye people do snyre in theyr sleeve & say : 
‘Is this Richarde, indeed, such a bruiser? Naye, forsooth, has he 
beene putte toe ye real test—has he played ye half-backe on ye eleven 
atte ye Thanksgiving gayme ?’” 

& ye Kynge & ye squyre wypte onne one ye othyrs necke. 

E. C. HALL. 


HE NEVER CAN EXPLAIN THIS. 


6 wats the matter with Bromley ?” 

«He tells me that he has’ made a horrible mistake in 
connection with a couple of Christmas presents. It appears that he 
bought a bracelet 
his wife and 
another for his 
stenographer. 
One gold 
with diamonds in 
it and the other 
was plated and set 
with rhinestones.”’ 

« Yes 2” 
«He gotthem 
in some 


was 





mixed 
way, and his wife 
has the one with 
the diamonds.” 























A few peppermints tucked away in 
her hand-bag. 
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UncLe Bitt—“ Say, boys, for doing stunts I used to be a crackerjack ——First you put the end of the broom-hardle on the floor, and then 
when I wes a boy. Here's one, for example, See if you kin do it like 
me. 











¥ YS? 
Susy S 








you bend back vards till your head is clcese to the floor. Then’’—— Presto, changel 





Uncie Bivt (sadly)—‘‘ Can't allus do it the first time, boys. But that THE Boys (joyfully)—** That was a bully stunt, Uncle Bill. Will you 
ain’t all the stunts | know. 1 know a hull lot of ‘em."’ show us some more to-morrow night?” 


SPENDING THE HOLIDAYS WITH “UNCLE BILL.” 





THE SHAME OF THE SEASONS; OR, CHRISTMAS, CORRUPT AND CONTENTED. 


By ELLIS PARKEP. BUTLER. 


HE SPREAD of graft 
corruption 





and 






among the seasons ot 


Ch wie 


>. T 


: ai’ ¢3) We <7) j 
LE)? the matter 
——eg \ - 






the year is now ata 
point where the Ameri- 





can people must take 
in hand, or 
will inevitably 


% things 
get better or 





worse. 





On account of the over- 
bearing conduct of the 
weather trust we find 
each year that we are 


and it is nothing unusual now for 


getting a poorer quality of climate, 


a poor but honest citizen to open a can of spring weather that bears 
the government inspection label and find it to contain nothing but 
scraps of the late deceased lumpy-jawed winter, while it is more and 
more a common occurrence to purchase a quarter section of winter, 
labeled December, and find, on taking the purchase home, that it con- 
tains nothing but a warmed-over piece of last summer, so that instead 
of a red-flannel undershirt being a comfort it gives the wearer prickly 
heat. 

The holidays have so deteriorated under ring rule that they have 
lost all traces of Jeffersonian simplicity and are run strictly for the 
profit of the bosses, who get fat off the hush-money extorted from 
those who cannot help themselves, and who would not if they could. 
I call attention to Christmas as an example of the damning effect that 
the lack of civic pride has had on our once self-governed holidays. I 
spent some time in looking up the state of Christmas, and I found it 


not only corrupt, but contented with its corruption. It was smiling 
happily under the heel of a boss who, for absolute control, would 
make Croker in his palmiest days look like a peanut that has been 
stepped on by an elephant. 

Christmas is absolutely under the crushing heel of Santa Claus, 
who, for absolute and reckless tyranny, should be forever handed 
down to posterity as the king of grafters and the most oppressive o1 


bosses. 
It is my custom to go right to headquarters when I want informa- 
tion, and in preparing this article [ went straight to Santa Claus. | 


sent in my card, and after a few moments he sent word to have me 


enter his presence, and I walked into his private office. I recognized 
him at once from portraits I had seen in the public prints. He isa 
stout, elderly man, and evidently a high liver, for his face is red and 
laughs, reminds the careful observer of a 


his abdomen, when he 


bowl full of marmalade. His costume was simple. It consisted of a 
pair of red canton-flannel trousers and coat, trimmed with cotton bat- 
ting, and a red night-cap. Over his shoulder and passing under his 


arm he wore the only jewelry that I noticed. This was wrought in 
the form of a string of sleigh-bells. 
« Well,” 


endeavor to 


he said, carelessly putting his feet on his desk, in a vain 


that he was not afraid of me, “what will you 


show 
have ?” 

“ Mr. Claus, 
and I want answers. 
mas as your private graft, without regard for the rights of the pee-pul. 


" I began, “I am going to ask you a few questions, 
It is common knowledge that you run Christ- 


Do you ?” 

‘I do not,” he said slowly. ‘In the first place there is no graft 
in it, and in the second place | have a right to the graft I get out of it, 
and in the third place what are you going to do about it? I conduct 
Everybody gets something 


Did you not 


Christmas as on the most approved plan. 
for nothing at Christmas and pays a double price for it. 
get a pair of pink suspenders 
last Christmas ?” 

« Yes,’ 


did. I received seventeen pairs, 


I admitted. “I 


but not all pink.” 

‘ That is a mere quibble,” 
“To the pink all 
If you are not 


he said. 
things are pink. 
pink it is no fault of mine. I 
do not, and never did, pretend 





to supply complexions. You 
admit you received the sus- 
penders. Did you need 
them ?” 

“No,” I admitted once 


D 7X", 





more. “I did not need them. I had twenty-six pairs left over from 
the previous Christmas.” 

“So !” he said with satisfaction, “if you did not need them they 
a necessity, were they? And not a necessity is a 
Therefore I gave you last Christmas seventeen ptirs of luxu- 


I do not see that you have any complaint that is justified. h 


were not what is 
luxury. 
ries. 
you want to you can spread out those seventeen pairs of suspenders 
on the floor and simply roll in luxury.” 

‘Wait !" I cried. “1 admit the suspenders. 
gave me seventeen pairs of them, and I do not complain of that, al- 
though what good seventeen pairs of suspenders aresto a man who has 
only one pair of trousers, I can’t see, but let us get down to figures.” 
"he said. “I should 


I admit that you 


«I refuse to call your peculiar build a figure,’ 
call it a geometrica! misapprehension.” 


“I refer to the cost of the suspenders,’ 
« Let us sav I received seventeen pairs 


’ I suid, seeing that he was 


trying to change the subject 

of suspenders at fifty cents per pair.” 
“Some were only twenty-five cents, 
“ Seventeen times fifty are eight dollars and fifty cents,’ 

‘and in return I spent for Christmas gifts one hundred and 


" he admitted brazenly. 
"I con- 


tinued, 
sixteen dollars 4nd twenty-five cents.” 

“ The twenty-five cents was for 
the cotton socks you gave your fa- 
he said musingly, as if to him- 


I paid no attention to the nasty 


ther,” 
self, 
slur he intended. 

« And for all that one hundred and 
sixteen dollars ""—— 


« And 


he interposed. 


twenty - five cents for 
socks,” 
‘* You got the credit,” 
“You had to get credit for some 


" he said, “ for you never had that 


I said. 


of it, 
much cash at one time in your life.” 
‘And that is the way you are 


doing continually,” I said hotly. It 
was none of his business if I did 
still owe for a few little things I 


had bought last Christmas. “ You 
everything re- 


have to 


get the credit for 





ceived, and your subjects 
pay for everything that is given. It 

is all coming in and nothing going out with you. 
get the credit for every present I give my daughter, and I have to pay 
I shall expose you. You do not 
reindeer, let alone a 


You sit here and 


for the presents. You are a fraud. 
a single wind-broken, moth-eaten 


You get the respect and adoration of the entire 


even own 
string of them. 
world for the way in which you are supposed to drive through the air 


and squeeze down the chimneys and put presents on the Christmas 


trees, and yet you do not do one of those things. Idothem. Lach 
man does them for his own family. And you get the glory.” 
“You don't have to if you don’t want to,” he said jovially. “ You 


can stop any time Jou want to.” 

I paid no attention to this. 

“You make people receive things they don’t want with smiles of 
"I accused, “and make them spend money that they 
Who would want a 


hypocrite joy, 
need for things that the recipients do not want. 
celluloid manicure set with the instruments all made of lead ?” 

“Now ! now !” he said ; “did you ever receive such a thing ?” 
“No,” I said hotly ; “ and I don’t want to. 
He leaned over his desk and laughed until he shook like a 
jellyfish. 

“Then I'll see that you do 
get one this Christmas,” he 
said. “Thank you for the 
suggestion.” 

I saw that I could gain 
nothing more by continuing 
the talk, sol left him. I went 
among the people. Every- 
where I found the feeling that 
Christmas is not what it should 
be, but everywhere I found a 
stultifying indifference to the 
work being proposed by the 
reform party. 


Busy | 



































‘« My idea,” said a citizen of four years, “is to let well-enough 
alone. I admit that Christmas is not run as it might be if some one 
like myself was put in charge of it, but as long as Santa Claus does no 
worse than he is doing, | see no reason why I should exert myself and 
get all overheated to bring about a change. I admit that last year I 
asked for a cannon that would shoot real cannon-balls, and for a pony 
and cart, and seven hundred other things, and that I did not get any 
of them, but that instead | received a box of tin soldiers and a rocking- 
horse, but what can we do about it? It is better to get what you get 
than to not get what you do not get. If I went back on Santa Claus 
it would be said that | had outgrown the toy age, and I would receive 
only pink suspenders. If anything is to be done let the grown-ups do 
it. 1 am looking forward to receiving a real pistol and a live aili- 
gator this Christmas, and I am not in favor of jeopardizing my chances 
by offending Santa Claus. 

This | found to be the general sentiment, and it is this unpatri- 
otic sentiment that makes it impossible to reform Christmas. There 
are many who are in favor of making a change #ex/ Christmas, but 
never anv who will agree to overthrow Sinta Claus /¢Ais year. I be- 
lieve that Christmas will continue to be, as it has become, corrupt but 
contented. The “boss” has so thorough» instilled the doctrine that 
it is more blessed to give than to re.eive that nothing in practical 
reform can be accomplished. 


Let well-enough alone is my motto.” 


I find that people are willing to receive 
lace pin-cushions and red neckties in any quantities so long as they 
are allowed to give others presents that will carry a bit of pleasure. 
In such a world the path of the reformer is a hard road to travel. 

The majority of Christmasites, the very young—for at Christmas 
the majority is figured by the amount of noise made—are all in favor 
of being as corrupt as anything so long as content goes with it, and 
nothing can be done with that portion of the community. In fact, 
they actually love Santa Claus. And as for the adult minority, I find 
an inclination there to stifle the qualms of conscience by a pretended 
agnosticism. ‘Santa Claus?” they say. ‘Santa Claus? Are we in 
favor of limiting his power or of overthrowing him? Nonsense! How 
can we? There is no such person as Santa Claus !” 

And how can you get a people to revolt against a man when you 
can’t even get them to admit that there is such a man? I say it can- 
not be done, and therefore I believe heart and soul in the movement 
that has been started with the object of getting every adult to believe 
in Santa Claus. First, we will have every man and woman believe in 
Santa Claus, and then—well, then we shall see what we shall see ! 








BREATHES THERE A MAN? 
REATHES there a man with 
soul so dead 

He never to himself hath said, 

‘T’ll go and get my wife a gift— 

Although last year I know she 
sniffed 

Behind my back at what I got, 

Although the foo! thing cost a 
lot !” . 

If such there be, go mark him 
well ; 

For him no pink house-coat is 
‘+ swell.” 

For him there are no pale cigars, 

Nor art-nouveau tobacco jars, 

Nor slippers that are tar two 
small, 

Nor neckties that won’t do at all ; 

If such there be, go mark him, for 

No doubt he is a bachelor. 


PAYS TO ADVERTISE, 

BILLY JONES wrote on the blackboird : 

‘ Billy Jones can hug the girls better than any boy in school.” 

The teacher, seeing it, called him up. 
that ?” 

«Yes, ma’am,” said Billy. 

«Well, you can stay after school,’”’ said she. 

The children waited for Billy to come out, when they began to 
guy him. ‘Got lickin’, didn’t ye ?” 

** Nope,” said Bill. 

“Got jawed ?” 

“ Nope.” 

*“ What did she do ?” they asked. 

“«Sha'n’t tell,” said Bill; “ but it pays to advertise.” 


A SYSTEM. 
66] HAVE adopted it as a rule of my life,” said the earnest young 
man, ‘*to spend an hour each evening thinking over my mis- 
takes of the day.” 
«I made it a rule of my life,” said the successful old man, 
‘to spend an hour each evening figuring out the mistakes that others 
had made.” 


“ William, did you write 


R. C. MACK, 




















A POOR CHRISTMAS OUTLOOK. 
‘Say, mudder, I blowed all de fedders off de bird at de fust shot.”’ 
































SAYS HIRAM BRANDAGEE., 


6s NJO, SIR, I don’t want no machine ; 





shank’s mare will do for me 

For getting through this world of ours,”’ 
says Hiram Brandagee ; 

‘* I've set and watched ’em whizzing by 
our place from day to day, 

Jest like a reg'lar railroad train that’s 
gone and run away, 

And I’ve been dizzy setting there a-watch- 
ing of "em go; 

Ilow would I feel to ride in one, I'd 
kinder like to know ? 


may be slower getting through this 





old world on shank’s mare, 


~ “ jut I will be a thousand times more sure 
f _ of getting there. 
SCF 
in! 


oe, ‘* Now Dr. Todd he went and bought an 
automobile new 

And started on a distant run, as all the nabobs do, 

And "fore he got a dozen miles she flunked and wouldn't go, 

And Doc. he had her towed back home a sorry-looking show. 


Now if he’d started out afoot he would have got there. See? 


And he who takes it slow and sure, sometimes he gets there first. 


‘¢Sam Brown he bought a speedy yacht and tried us all to beat ; 
She run ashore and broke her wheel, and sunk in twenty feet. 
Tom Haines he bought a trotting horse to give his neighbors fits, 
And by and by he run away and stove Tom all to bits. 

And that’s the way the things turn out: you try to go too fast, 
And by and by you'll find yourself a-plugging homeward last. 
No, sir, I don’t want no machine ; shank’s mare will do for me, 
I'd rather take it slow and sure,” says Hiram Brandagee. 


JOR CONE, 


UP-TO-DATE METHODS. 
66 MAMMA, may I go out and play tag with the girls ?” 
“Certainly not, Louise. You've got to stay in and 
use your exerciser.” 








And none the neighbors could have laughed at Doc’s perplexity. 


For speed I've learned that your shank’s mare is not the very worst, 


TINT ERALR LAAT ed tac; t Li. 






































ASCENDING DESIRES. 
Mrs. Hanpout—‘‘ Have you no desire for better things ? * 
TramPp—‘‘Certain! I wish you'd take back dis hash and gimme broiled chicken !"’ 


BELIEF WAS EASY. 
so AT THIS glorious Christmas-tide,” gushed the Rev. Mr. Sappington, ‘is it 
not easy to believe the beautiful truth that it is ‘ more blessed to give 
than to receive '?” 

Sitting in his congregation was a bachelor who had received thirty-two 
neckties that would have tickled the Siwash Indians to death ; thirteen pairs 
of fancy hose four sizes too small for his feet; seven boxes of La Flor de 
Skunque cigars, and nineteen pairs of misfit slippers, to say nothing of hand- 
made pen-wipers by the dozen, bookmarks by the cord, and other things 
whose real names he knew not and could not guess. 

No doubt somebody had got some pleasure, malicious or otherwise, out 
of giving those things, he reasoned. 

It was a cinch Mr. Bachelor had got none out of receiving. 

* Yes,” assented the bachelor, after profound thought; “it is quite easy 
to believe at this glad Christmas-tide, that ‘ it is more blessed to give than to 
receive '—at least it is less cursed.” 

And he absent-mindedly joined in with the hired choir on the anthem. 
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NO “BLESSED ARE THE NOISE-MAKERS" THERE. 
Uncie Jasper—‘' Dorcas, it don't say nothin’ "bout good-will to kids, does it ?”’ 
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UNCLE DANIEL DEWBERRY IN THE RUSH 
LUNCH-ROOM. 


CO” Uncle Daniel 
Dewberry entered 
one of the rush 
lunch-rooms and 
cautiously seated 
himself at one of 
the many little 
tables. Uncle 
Daniel toyed with 
his 
paper napkin and 
waited patiently to 
give his order, but 
no one paid the 
The waiters shot past 





Japanese 


least bit of attention te him. 
with swaying pyramids of plates and dishes like automa- 
The orders they shouted back to the 


kitchen mystified him. 


tons on wheels. 
“Ham and !" thundered a waiter who looked 
like an ex-pugilist. 
‘« Make it two.” 
‘« Ham and what ?” ventured Uncle Daniel, touching 





the waiter’s apron. 

The waiter frowned. 

“ That’s all!” he blurted. 

« But ham and what ?” persisted Uncle Daniel. 

«Na whats about it, old spinach! Just ham and 
Understand ? Just ham and——.” 

And the juggler of dishes was gone. 

table a lanky youth in a voluminous green sweater 


” 


«Ham and ——. 


Across the 


grinned. 
‘Yer don't seem to get on to de style of der ranch, 
pap ?” he remarked over his wedge of pie. 
“No, by heck !” drawled the old man. 
tell of this new abbreviated spelling, but when it comes 


‘«T’ve heard 











to leaving out whole words I get mixed up.” 

Another waiter was approaching. 

‘* Dogs!” he bellowed. ‘ Bow-wows, four !”’ 

Uncle Daniel gasped in astonishment. 

“Great Jericho!’ he ejaculated. ‘ Do~/o they call for dogs in 
this place ?” 

‘‘Some do,” elucidated the vouth in the green sweater. ‘* Those 
that like sausage. When they want frankfurters they call for dachshunds.” 

“‘ Do tell !” 

Again the waiter swept past. 

‘« Midnights !” he roared. * One cow, one chinee, squealers and 
for two; one 


Germany; trotters 


Dutch disturbance; earthquakes 


A SAFE ONE. 
Santa CLaus—“‘ Four to one I make a bigger hit with little Johnny than you do."' 


or off,” drawled Uncle Daniel doubtfully. “I'm all mixed up. But 
who is that chap with all those empty dishes ?” 

‘*Oh, that’s the omnibus ” 

Uncle Daniel arose and put on his hat. 

“Good-bye, young man,” he exclaimed ; “I think instead of get- 
ting into an eating-house I must have wandered into a lunatic asylum, 
by heck!" And the old man made his way slowly and carefully out 


to the street. VICTOR A. HERMANN, 





for three ; snakes!” 
Uncle Daniel almost toppled 


LR SWEET CHRISTMAS CHEER. 
i ~) OW COMES the blessed Christmas 
time. 





out of his chair. 

“In the name of Noah Web- 
ster, tell what that lunatic 
means !” he exclaimed. 

The youth in the green sweater 


me 


smiled. 

«Sure, pap. In the first place, 
he yelled for ‘midnights.” That 
means two cups of coffee without 
milk or sugar. Sports drink it to 
tone up their stomachs, and they 
call it midnight because it is black. 
See? One cow means a glass 
of milk, and a chinee is a glass of 
iced tea. Squealers and Germany 
stands for pork and sauerkraut, and 
trotters is the lunch-room gab for 
pigs’ feet. Sometimes they call 
them knuckles. A Dutch disturb- 
ance is a limburger sandwich, and 
earthquakes are scrambled eggs. 
Snakes ? Oh, they are round buns, 
and they look like snakes because 
they go around in curls. Are yer 
on ?” 

“I don’t know whether I'm on 
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IN 


AFTER-CHRISTMAS THOUGHTS. 


Oh, wifey, | can’t cuss at you, 
Because these ropes are bally. 
So—maledictions on the head 
Of old Sir Walter Raleigh: 


When all the earth is glad and gay. 

Peace reigns supreme in every clime— 

(Now, whom must I buy gifts for, 
pray ?) 


Love swells in every heart, and hands 
Are busy with the Christmas cheer— 
(I’m sure my husband understands 
His gift will not cost much this year. ) 


How sweet to give to dear papa 
Some fair memento of the day ! 

(U'll purchase him a dime cigar— 
That’s all I can afford to pay.) 


Dear ma, how like an angel, fair, 
She seems at this, the Christmas- 
tide! 
(I'll buy a back-comb for her hair 
And put it in a box, beside.) 


MERR 
Se xmas 
WIFEY. 









Sweet charity! Upon this day 
Thy loving kindness should beguile ! 
(I'll, give sis back that veil of gray — 
It’s not becoming to my style.) 








Amd while my heart is full of bliss 

: And joyous Christmas ecstasy, 

“> I'll send the children each a kiss— 
That’s quite enough, I’m sure, 
me. 


for 


LURANA W. SHELDON. 
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A CONVINCER. 


"Rastus—*‘ Las’ Chrismus de chillun act sorter 'spicious 0° Santa Claus, but when | git dis yere Kris Kringle face abjusticated, and drive up to de do’ 
wif dis yere pair o' raindeah, | reckon dere won't be no mo’ doubts objecticatin’ in deir minds."’ 


ENEATH the spreading Christmas-tree 
The village Santa stands, 
A cotton-batting beard wears he 
And white gloves on his hands ; 
His flannel pants come to each knee, 


Clamped down by rubber bands. 


The children in the crowded pews 
Look on with wondering eyes, 
With "Um's!" and "O's!" and " Ah's!" and 
"Oo's!" 
They gaze at his disguise 
And fairly tremble in their shoes 
With their expectant sighs. 


AN EXCEPTION, 


MARRIAGE is all right 

if you only get the 
right woman—and we 
heard of a fellow once 
who did. 


EMERSONIAN. 
Hitch your wagon 

to a star—that will 
give you an excuse for 
lying abed daytimes. 


AN ESTIMATE, 
66 you Say you give 
them just six 
months to live together?” 
“ Well, I gave them 
a check for $5,000, and 
I calculate that will last 
them just about six 





THE VILLAGE SANTA. 


He plucks with grace the wondrous fruit 
That grows upon each bough— 

The horn, the drum, the bathing-suit, 
The woolly sheep and cow, 


The little gun that will not shoot, 
But looks fierce, anyhow. 


The little children laugh aloud 

When he calls each by name, 
They marvel that in all the crowd 

He knows what each would claim, 
And every little one is proud 


At all this public fame. ‘ 


+ 





UNEXPLAINABLE. 


hs.” Beocar—‘‘ Lady, kin you spare me a dollar? I have no friends or relations.” 
months. Lapy (who has just been Christmas shopping)—‘‘ Then what do you need of a dollar ?” 


An awkward man is he, forsooth, 
A clumsy man, indeed, 

But the ideals held in youth 
A scant foundation need ; 

The village Santa, rude, uncouth, 
Their little faiths may lead. 


We laugh at him—the padded fraud 
With trinkets, drums and guns, 
Who tosses bauble, toy and gaud, 
And cracks his feeble puns— 
But by this we are overawed, 


The faith of little ones. 


WILBUR D. NESBIT. 


WAIT. 
ON’T tell any woman 
you love her until 
you have been married 
to her a year, and know 
whether you really do 
or not. 


SO TRUE, 
MAY an artist is 

wedded to his art 
because his legal wife 
needs the money. 





LL things come to 

those who. wait, 
especially disappoint- 
ments. 





A‘ Christmas Santa 

Claus is the only 
attraction that plays to 
a full house. 
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deeds live after them ; the bad are buried with their bones. 

On one occasion they drove out into the country on some legal 
business and incidentally stopped. at a West Virginia town called 
They had to cross the Ohio river to get there, but 
there was something over there stronger than the waters of the 
Ohio which they felt the need of after their arduous labors. It’s a 
wide river two thirsty souls will not cross when the inducement is 


Wellsburg. 


on the far side. 

They secured what they sought at the first place they visited, 
but that sort of thing is alluring, and there are few men who are 
content with what is offered at one place. They were not, and 
They were finally ready to drive on home, some 
miles away, and the cockles of their hearts were warmed. Trainor, 
being a man of family, had great affection for wife and children, 
Dayton was a bachelor, and told his companion that before he left 
the town he must procure some sort of souvenirs to take with 
him to the loved ones at home. 
kindly spirit of Trainor and readily accompanied him to the 
Here Trainor, pulling himself 
together—he was always a man of stern dignity, any way—as 
if about to address the court, addressed the clerk. 

“Sir,” he said to the prisoner behind the counter, ‘what 


went to several. 


nearest dry-goods store. 


is the price of your white muslin ?” 
«Six cents a yard,” responded the clerk. 








Dayton was moved by the 


Z»\ NCE upcn a time there lived in 
j a western town, let us say Steu- 
benville, Ohio, two lawyers, 
})) leading luminaries at the bar, 
by name Trainor and Day- 
ton. Whether these are 
their true names or not is of 
no moment now, for they are 
both dead, and their good 


“ll take a bolt,” said the customer with a generous 


wave of his hand. 


«Give me a bolt, too,” commanded Dayton, making a 


close second. 


‘And your calico ?” continued Trainor. 


“« Eight cents.” 
« T'll take a bolt of that also.” 


«« Put one in forme, too,” said Dayton, game as the gamiest. 

«Silk, have you silk ?” inquired Trainor. 

*« Seventy-five cents,” said the clerk. 

« A bolt of that also,” said Trainor. 

«One for me, too,’’ Dayton followed, though he had no more use 
for dry-goods than he had for a sail for his buggy. 


































A MERRY CHRISTMAS TO YOU. 


THE TWO SHOPPERS. 


W. J. LAMPTON . 









the goods wrapped up they had the clerk load them into their vehicle. 
It had not been built for treight transportation, and when the two men 
got in with the goods, each of them a two-hundred-pounder, there 
wasn't more than enough room left to swing a dog by the tail. But 
they were feeling at peace with all the world and drove off happily. 

It was now almost dusk, and just at the edge of the town was a 


race-track with a roadway leading into it from the street, so like the 
street that even the most observant might have gone astray. They 
followed the road and went in upon the track. Round and round 
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BLEACHED IN TRANSIT. 
Tot—‘‘ I wonder why Santa Claus brought me this black dolly. I asked 
him in my letter for a white one.”’ 
Tep—‘‘ Oh, I guess he just got its face dirty comin’ down the chimney."’ 





The buying stopped at the silk, and when the bills were paid and 
this they drove until time enough had elapsed for them to have reached 
home, but no Steubenville loomed upon their sight. Then they began 
to take notice, But not of the true aspects of the case. All they 
could make out was an opposing fence all along their way. After 
another round or two, both looking for an opening and not finding it, 
the horse by chance hit the road leading out, and ere they were aware 
of the fact they were back upon the street from which they had come. 

But Trainor, who was driving, did not continue in the direction 
they were going when they entered the track. Instead, he drove back 
the other way and presently pulled up at the tavern near the centre of 
town. Here he called for the man of the house. That worthy 
responded with promptness and considerable anxiety, for he naturally 
supposed thit the two attorneys were home long ago. Before he 
could make any inquiries, Trainor spoke, Dayton yielding the spokes- 
manship to his senior with the grace ot a true courtier, 

“Landlord,” he said, with that distinguished dignity which so 
became him, whether at the forum or on the rostrum, or in association 
with the prominent citizens of Steubenville ; «landlord, take this horse 
and put him up. We shall remain for the night as guests of the hotel. 
Your damned town is fenced in.” 


UNHANDY. 
6% H°’ did you like the bath-robe your niece sent 
you for a Christmas gift?” we ask of good old 
Uncle Amaziah Honeysuckle. 

The old man’s face contorts into a grim smile, and he 
tugs at his beard for a few moments, as_ though realizing 
that at this festive season we should ever strive to say the 
kindest word possible. 

“ Well,” he says, “ it was a right pretty thing, I don’t 
deny. But blame me if I can see how anybody can wash 
themselves with one of those horse-blanket overcoats on! 
And of all the confounded jobs I ever had in my life, 
untangling myself from that bath-robe, once it was good 
and wet, was the worst!” 























A WONDER. 


When I upon the hats of maidens gaze, 

A thing there is that me doth much amaze 
And fills my mind with wonder, as I go— . 
That all such be not trimmed with mistletoe. 


A. S. DAGGY. 





























te ESTERDAY mamma goed down 
To do some shopping an’ I foun’ ( 7 < 
That she had went away before 


door. 


It’s awful hard tor me to stay 
Up in my room alone an’ play, 





When no one’s in the house ’cept 
me, 
An’ ma’s went off and took the key. 


So I goed down the cellar stair, 
An’ stood in my old baby-chair 
So I could see just what to get ; 
An’ ’en I got it—an’ I et. 





I must ’a’ et a awful lot. 

I ought to knowed, but I forgot Z 
That ma ’d come back soon as she could. V2 
An’ ’en she'd say, ‘‘ Has you been good ?” 


<<) seni) 
But jam, it tastes so aw/ul nice; ~%, => , 
Vv) } 
~* 
. ~~ 


When I got down I went back twice. 
I wish I hadn’t went for more, 


>) 


For just then ma comed in the door ! 


THE SPIRIT OF GIVING. 


OROTHY sent Helen a handkerchief-holder, 
while Helen remembered Dorothy with a 


sofa cushion. Dorothy wrote :— 


Dearest Helen—The sofa - cushion you sent me 
was perfectly lovely. Did you work it yourselr? It 
was awfully sweet of you to remember me and I’m sure 
that our friendship becomes bound by firmer ties 





She thought to lock the pantry YZ, 
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because of your thoughtful gift. With an abundance 
of love from—Dokoruy. 


Helen wrote : 


Dearest Dorothy—Your beautiful gift reached 
me this morning, and it was just the sweetest remem- 
brance! It was the very thing I needed most, and whenever I use it I will be 
sure to think of you. I know you made it with your own sweet hands, and 
for that reason I will cherish it all the more. With best love from—HELEN. 


Dorothy said, ‘* Didn’t she show horrible taste ?”’ 
Helen said, “ “4 “ “ 


PEKRINE LAMBERT. 


GOMETIMES when you are going down a crowded street and 
everybody looks homely to you, it may be because you feel 
that way. 





BOBBY NOT A FADDIST. 


“Well, Bob, I suppose you are anticipating a fine Christmas dinner over at Uncle Jack’s ?” 
*‘Naw! the whole bloomin’ family are vegetarians!" 


JUST ANOTHER ONE ON CHICAGO. 


First VASSAR GIRL—‘‘ That Miss Smith from Chicago got a magnificent touring-car for a 
Christmas present.”’ 
SEcoNnD VASSAR GIRL—‘‘ Hung up her stocking for it, | suppose.”’ 


THE VERDICT. 

A JURY in a small town had just brought in the verdict, “ Guilty of 

hog-stealing in the first degree.” The judge informed them 
that they had omitted to assess the value of the property stolen, that 
there was no degree to hog-stealing, and asked them to retire and 
bring in their verdict in proper form. 

When they entered a second time the foreman handed to the 
judge a piece of brown paper upon which was written ; 

“We, the jeury, pusilanimously find the defendent guilty in the 

sum of 1 dollar and a ¥% in favor of the hog.” 


BALLADE OF A LITERARY PERSON, 


DO not like the works of Lamb, 
Though he a plenty has of wit ; 
I think that Byron is a sham; 
Moore’s lines have music, I admit, 
But still I do not relish it. 
Ah, Fame, thou most elusive elf, 
Though from my presence thou mayst flit, 
I'll write a book or two myself. 


As for the Persian, El Kayydm, 
I'd like to roast him on the spit; 
Moliére with faintest praise I damn, 
Racine I'd bury in a pit; 
All foreigners I long have quit. 
I like not Ghibelline or Guelph, 
There is not one of them that’s fit— 
I'll write a book or two myself. 


The covers of my Hume I slam, 

At Gibbon’s shrine I will not sit, 
Carlvle into the earth I’d ram, 

And Froude is but a prosy chit. 

At moderns I but laugh ana twit ; 
They're only out for sordid pelf. 

I’ll show them that I'm full of grit-- 
T’'ll write a book or two myself. 


ENVOY. 


Few volumes ever make a hit. 
Some ne’er are taken from the shelf. 
Well. just to ease my mind a bit; 


T’ll write a book or two myself. 
NATHAN M, LEVY, 




















SILAS SAGACIOUS DABNEY AND THE UNUSUAL SANTA CLAUS 


By W. J. LAMPTON. 


GLAS SAGACIOUS DABNEY was his name. Not that he was a 
real Virginia Dabney, but that the owner of his father and mother, 
in the good old days, had been, and he had assumed the name by the 
imprescriptible right of slave to master. 
It was Christmas eve and Dabney House was as still within as the 
Silas was asleep in the 
dining-room as the guardian of the remaining family silver and other 


white snow that mantled the world without. 


household valuables which Miss 
For a 
held his 


cherished. 
had 
night watch undisturbed. 


Euphemia 
dozen years he 

Presently a window across 
the room strained, creaked pro- 
testingly, then slowly went up 
and a man came through. The 
noise awoke Silas and he sat up 
in bed sleepily. 

« Who dar ?” he asked shak- 
ily, for Silas was not brave in 
the dark. 

No answer. 

*“Who dar, I say?” he re- 
peated, gathering a little cour- 
age. ‘ Dat you, Santy Claus ?” 

There was a low chuckle 
from the man, 

“Yes, I'm Santy Claus, all 
right,” he replied; ‘and you keep 
still while I attend to business.” 

There was just enough light 
for Silas to make out the figure 
between himself and the window. 

** Wha’'s yo’ reindeers, suh?” 
he asked with childish curiosity, 
ignoring the injunction as to si- 
lence. ‘* Fotch ‘em in an’ lemme 
hol’ um while you's unloadin’ de 
goodies.” 

He laughedas an eager child 
would, and the man flashed his 
light and thrust a pistol into the 
black face revealed by it. 

*“ Good Gawd! wha—wha” Silas began with a scared stutter, 
when the man clapped a hand over his mouth. 

« Now, nigger,” he commanded, “ you shut up and get up and 
help me pack up the goods, or the ghosts will be dragging you 


through a graveyard in about two minutes.” 


“ Wha—what goods, suh ?” trembled Silas, realizing that his 
Christmas dream had become a nightmare. 

« Aw, the silver and "—— 

“ Not Miss Euphemia’s silvuh, suh ? 


was Miss Euphemia’s was sacred, and her silver was the pride of her 


" gasped Silas, for whatever 


heart. ‘* What you gwine ter do wid hit ?” 

Silas might have been a coward on his own account, but never 
on Miss Euphemia's. 

« Going to eat it with cranberry-sauce and sage-stuffing, of course,” 
chuckled the burglar, punching Silas with the gun. “ Here, get up 
quick and lend a hand. Show me where the stuff is or you're a gone 
coon. See ?” 

Silas 
shuddered, 
but he was 
mortally 
afraid of 
shooting- 
irons, and 
he acted 
promptly. 

He thought 
of Miss Eu- 
phemia, 
helpless in 
her room up 
Stairs, and 
even the loss 
of her treas- 
ures would 
not warrant 


him in alarming her. He held open the burglar’s bag with trembling 
hands while that worthy tucked away into it everything of value that 
he could find. At times Silas showed signs of weakening, but the 
burglar’s pistol was a constant menace and warning for him to be a 
But Silas was gathering strength. His loyalty to Miss Euphe- 
He didn’t know what he should do 


man. 
mia was making a hero of him. 
under the trying circumstances, but he felt eager to take any risk. 

When the bag was filled—or, 
rather, when every thing mova- 
ble had been put into it—the 
burglar ordered Silas to take it to 
the window. The burglar looked 
out. The distance to the ground 
was about five feet. 

‘‘ Hop out there,” he said to 
Silas, ‘and I'll hand the bag to 
you. I guess I'll take you along a 
piece with me so’s you won't be 
turninginanalarmtill I’m ready.” 

The drive to the stable led by 
the window and in it stood ahorse 
and sleigh not ten feet away. Si- 
las saw it as he stood up to re- 
ceive the bag from the burglar, 
and a desperate resolve entered 
his mind. The burglar handed 
out the bag, and the instant Si- 
las got a firm clutch on it he 
whirled and dashed for the 
sleigh. He went in with it, 
caught the lines and off he went, 
crouched down to escape what 
the burglar might send after 
him. The burglar was out of 
the window in an instant, and all 
might not have been well with 
Silas, but the burglar struck 
the box he had used in getting 
into the window and feil for- 
ward. As he rose Silas was dis- 
appearing around the corner of 
the house. 

Bang! Bang! went the gun, but the night was too dark for 
good marksmanship. Silas, with a yell of terror, went flying among the 
trees lining the drive to the big road. Miss Euphemia’s head 
bobbed out of her window with a scream ; the cook screeched from 
her cabin-kitchen, two farm-hands came tumbling out of their quar- 
ters, the dogs barked, and every rooster in the hen-house crowed with 
all his lungs. 

Silas brought up at the nearest neighbor's in five minutes with a 
shout that had the farmer out in a minute with his shot-gun, and told 
his story between shivers. They went back in the sleigh, but they 
found no burglar, though tracks were numerous in the snow of a man 
running wild. . 

An early train from a station several miles away took a strange 
passenger to town, who kept muttering to himself, «* The black scoun- 
drel! the black scoundrel!” But he gave no name. 

Silas got fifty dollars reward from a livery-stable man for a stolen 
horse and 
sleigh. 

“Meb- 
be hit wuzn’t 
debery wust- 
est Santy 
Claus dat eb- 
ber wuz,” he 
said to Miss 
E uphemia. 
« But I ‘spec’ 
I'se jist as 
wellsatisfied 
ef he don’ 
come ‘roun’ 
heah no 
mo’ — C'ris- 
mus, ner no 
time. I sholy 


am. 
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AWFUL. 
Ep. Scuppers (college-bred)—‘‘ This is getting fierce. 


Fourteen days of 
this same empty void."’ (Groans.) 

Tom Butwark (not college-bred)—‘'| don't know nothin’ about empty 
voids, matey, but if it's anything like empty stummicks it must be hades."’ 


LILLIAN’S CHRISTMAS EVE. 
(Showing that even woman's intuition may read the dope wrong.) 
UTSIDE, the world was a whirling wilderness of frozen spume 
and frappé ozone. (Inside, the world is said to be of molten 
material.) Shrieking, the wind hurled itself about the 
corners of the huge stone dwelling from whose windows 
issued no shafts of light—what, none ? 

No; not one. Onsecond thought it won’t be that kind of a story, 
any way. 

The coziness within was in sharp contrast to the wildness 
without. A driftwood fire burned cheerily upon the hearth. This 
wood had drifted about in the market with no takers, for several days, 
but eventually it found a buyer as green as itself, and after six weeks’ 
seasoning it had consented to burn in a manner entitling it to a place 
in literature. 

As its fitful flames fell upon the face bent above it (this is a figure 
of speech that never struck me as just right, but it is common to say 
the light “ fell” straight up hill and hit some innocent bystander in 
the face) a smile passed over the delicate countenance and never 
touched it at all. 

The patrician features of Lillian de Montmorency were attuned 
to sadness, yet a nervous expectancy showed itself in the changing 
tempo of her gum-chewing. First she used an andante movement, 
then she changed rapidly to a staccato crescendo that was distinctly 
visible to the naked ear at ten paces. 

Let us go back a little—not a long distance, for the sitting pur- 
poses of recent slang, but just far enough back to make this story run 
in regulation grooves. 

Twenty years before there were no handsomer men in the village 
than Lucien St. George. Honestly, there weren't. The town was 
noted for its homely young men. If you had seen Lucien you would 
not have believed he was the best they had, unless you had a few 
pipes at the others. It was a fierce proposition from the standpoint 
of apolloism. It sure was. 

One other Christmas eve, just as nearly like this one as the follow- 
ing two p's (P p) are alike, Lucien had proposed marriage to her. 
Next day he had bitterly cursed the egg-nogg that had caused him so 
far to forget himself; and the fit of absent-mindedness accompanying his 
paroxysm of self-reproach had resulted in a case of absence of body 
that was a peach. Lucien had never been heard of since, except by 
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his folks and a few other people. Clothing-store clerks are seldom 
heard of except by their kinfolks—that is, relatively speaking. But, 
at any rate, except half-fare rate at Christmas times and during the 
Elks’ carnival, he had never returned to the village where had been 
created the egg-nogg that had banished him forever. 

Kairsés on the fatal brew! !!! 

None of these things had hindered Lucien from marry- 
ing and rearing a non-race-suicide hoard (the spelling is in- 
tended ; didn’t some woman once say, “ These are my 
jewels"?). He used often to laugh merrily and tell his wife 
how nearly an overdose of egg-nogg had cost her her job. 
He said he would give most anything to know whom he pro. 
posed to that night. 

But let us return to the lonely figure by the fireside. 
There is an alertness in her pose which at first glance might 
have seemed the embodiment of restful content. During 
all the years since the egg-nogg episode she had accepted 
comparatively few offers of marriage, and even those few 
had reconsidered. So she had remained faithful to her 

first love, Lucien St. George, and she sometimes imagined that some- 
where he was waiting and toiling to enable his proud self to support 
her in the manner her father, the plumber, had taught her to expect. 

“But, oh! if he would only come to me—just as he is, poor, 
friendless, struggling—I would take him, He'd sure be better than 
nothing,” she would sob in the paroxysms of her grief. Then she 
would take a firmer hold of her feelings and her gum, and her tace 
would be once again the stoical mask that years of quiet loneliness 
with only her three sisters and the piano in the flat above had doomed 
her to. 

But to-night—it was the anniversary of his proposal. While she 
regretted she hadn't understood his name at the time, yet she felt that 
somehow, in some manner the Bertha M. Mudd paper-hacks had 
taught her to expect, he would return to her, clasp her in his arms, 
afterward introduce himself and assist her in recalling the episode 
that had seldom been out of her mind since. Were not the condi- 
tions right? Was not the wind singing the requiem for the dead, 
dead years of loneliness that had just annoyed her like everything ? 
Was not the fire flickering exactly as it should to give again the 
glamour of youth to her fading cheek ? 

So she sat on and on and on. Of course she saton. The idea.ot 
sitting any way but on! 

Far into the night she lingered, listening for the footsteps that 
should bring to her the love for which she had hungered as no one 
ever yearned for any sort of breakfast food. It was a predigested 
love, and she was sure it would agree with her. 

But when midnight had come and gone she arose disappointed, 
still alone, her little life-romance shattered and fractured and dislo- 
cated, atrophied and trepanned. 

Sticking her gum carefully against the lower right-hand side ot 
her rocking-chair, she yawned softly to herself in a voice from which 
hope had gone, 

‘Nothin’ doin’, I guess my hunch was all to the bad.” 

Ten minutes later a worn, weary figure might have been seen 
climbing the stairs to her room. Might have been? Yes; but it 


wasn't. For Lillian, as previously suggested, lived in a flat. 
STRICKLAND W, GILLILAN, 
WHY HE 
REBELLED 
6s¢+ THEY SAY 


Mr. and Mrs. 
Kaflyppe have had 
a serious quarrel.” 

“Why? Be- 
cause she insisted 
on having a Christ- 
mas - tree for her 
doggie ?” 

«Oh, no; he 
didn’t object to 
that. It was when 
she invited some of 
their fashionable 
neighbors to bring 
their doggies in 
and then wanted 
him to get down on 
hishandsand knees 
and play he was a 
dog Santa Claus, 
that he got mad.” 





THE DEAREST GIFT OF ALL. 





O' * Decembeh cum along, 
Wil’ es Nicodemus ; 
Heah him sing his blizzard song— 
Shake det bac’ lawg, Remus! 
Sprinkle san’ aroun’ de flo’, 
Step out in de middle ; 
Choose yo’ partnehs—let me go!— 
Keep wahm by de fiddle. 


De Raccoon club dey gib a ball, 
Or Possum was a membeh ; 
He grinned de widest in de hall— 

Hurrah foh Decembeh ! 
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THE FACE IN THE WATER. 


DECEMBER IN DIXIE. 


De sun seem frozen in de sky, 
Ah watch his red face glowin’ ; 
Aunt Hannah say det by-en-by 
Et sho'ly will be snowin’ ; 
En den she hang her goosebone up, 
Kase she’s de weddeh wizahd ; 
Oh. fetch along det ol’ dram-cup— 
Ah cleeh Ah feel a blizzahd. 


Holly gleamin’ white wid snow, 
Behhies red es embeh ; 

Christmas-trees all in a row— 
Hurrah foh Decembeh ! 


But bes’ ob all Decembeh brings 
Christmas en good wishes ; 

Ol’ Dinah bakes de sweety things 
En lets me scrape de dishes 

De kernal rides his swifes’ hoss, 
En drinks his strongest toddy ; 

Ah ketch de silbeh det he toss 
Befo’ he gets too noddy. 


Plenty feas’ en plenty cheeh, 
En big fokes dey remember 
De little fokes dis time ob yeah — 
Hurrah foh Decembeh ! 


VICTOR A. HERMANN. 





RAGINGS OF A RASH ROUNDER. 


MONEY makes the mare go. 
Pithy sayings are likely to be crushed 
on the editor’s desk. * 

The director is kuown by the stock com- 
pany he keeps. 

A bad brake has caused many a railroad 
accident ; it is always a bad break to step 
upon a lady’s train, 

The night editor is on his landlady’s after- 
noon calling list. 

Never ask a woman her age. 
think your intersions are serious, 

She who keeps friends with her cook may 
keep friends with her friends. 

The more chaste the less speed. 

Said the physician, ‘* Suffer, little children, and come unto me.” 
Bores augur holes in a company. 

The divorce statutes are knot-holes in the law. 

Sometimes the matrimonial knot is a slip-noose, adjusted in the 


She may 








usual place. 

There are men who never blow their own horns, but they are 
Like enough they have motors for the work. 
She will be 


not, necessarily, modest. 
Never tell a good story to a woman with bad teeth. 
afraid to laugh at it. 
There is much difference between the man who is not able and 
his brother who is notable. EDWARD MARSHALL, 
A LONG FAREWELL. 
«s« A ND now, love, a long farewell!” 
Thus he said to lovely Nell. 
Though the fact to both was plain 
That next night he’d come again. 


But he had so much to tell 
*Twas indeed a long farewell, 
Though it seemed no so to them—- 


Ten p. m. till two a. m. GEORGE BIRDSEVE. 


THE LIMIT. 


6s C\NE moment,” begs the man with the wan and weary eyes, inter- 
rupting the man with the expression of mingled worry and 
satisfaction. ‘I have listened patiently while you told me of the time 
that your own cousin skinned you on a mining deal, haven't I ?” 
«You have. And do you know, he also”’ 
‘«But wait. And I listened with apparent interest while you told 
me how your best friend turned you down at a time you needed him 
most, and how your new stucco house had holes poked through the 





walls, and how you suffered and suffered with the toothache brought 
on by standing in the rain at the station, waiting for your wife's second 
cousin by marriage; and I never murmured while you told me about 
getting short-weight coal, and how your doctor overcharged you, and 
how you were perplexed over your financial troubles, and how you felt 
that you were about to have appendicitis ?” 

« Yes.” ; 

“But I want you distinctly to understand that I won’t hearken to 
any lost-golf-ball or broken-auto stories. Now go ahead if you have 


any more troubles.” 


FAMILIAR CELEBRATIONS, 


«6s REMEMBER (hic), my dear,” said Lushleigh, as the door opened 
suddenly and he was contronted by his wile; ‘* remember that 

Chris’mas comes (hic) but onch a year.” 

“This is not Christmas! You are a sight!” exclaimed the pro- 
voked Mrs. Lushleigh. 

“ Well, the Fourth of (hic) July comes but "—— 

‘« This is not the Fourth !” 

« Wash’ton’s birthday, then. Wash’'ton’s birthday (hic), remem- 
ber, comes” 

“ This is not Washington's birthday !” 

‘““New Year's. New Year's comes”’ 

“It is not New Year's. Come in this instant!” 

«Then it mush be (hic) Thanksgiving,” sighed Lushleigh, as he 
sank into a chair in the hall. ‘I knew I'd strike it if I jus’ (hic) per- 
Remember, my dear, that it only comes onch a year an’ 








severed. 


don’t fuss.” JIM TRUE. 





THE APPARITION. 


Lrtte ‘Rastus—‘“ Has yo’ evah seen a ghost, uncle ?”’ 
Uncie Esen—‘‘ Ya-as, chil’; Ah suttenly has.” 
Littte "Rastus—‘‘ What did he look like, uncle ?”’ 


Uncite Esen—‘‘ Wa-al, it was a coal-black night, an it was de ghost ob a coal-black nigger, an’ so Ah couldn't see nuffin’ ‘cept two white 


chickens he had undah hees arm!”’ 





CLUB MEMBER 


**De committee on de deckorashuns hab done made a bad mess obi it. 


A GRAVE MISTAKE. 


ob de ladies will take de chance o’ mussin’ up dere pompadour hair by dancin’ undah it."’ 


NUTS AND RAISINS, 


F the women had to pay for filling them 
they, too, would wear socks. 

No man ever lost a pretty friend by giving 
her a pair of gloves that were a size too small. 

Discretion is the better part of valor. 
Also it may take the form of a set of asbestos 
whiskers. 

Happy is the husband and father who 
knows, as he proceeds to ask grace, that the 
bills are paid. 

A white Christmas is likely to make a fat 
graveyard, if the whiteness is due to a lavish 
use of cotton. 

It is poor policy to overeat in order that 
there may be no leavings to serve during the 


rest of the week. 
It is not polite flora gentleman to present 


a pair of stockings to a lady whom he has 
known less than three weeks. 

The boy who has the finest Christmas-tree 
can still see something on almost any other 
tree that he would like to trade for. 

The only real fun some women get out 
of Christmas is in taking their presents back 
and exchanging them after it is all over. 

There is one good thing about the books 
of poetry and the neck-ties we get on Christ- 
mas. We neither have to read nor wear them. 

Santa Claus 
children, but the proprietors of the modern 


is the patron saint of the 


department-stores also ought to hold him in 
pretty high esteem. 
One can hardly blame the man who be- 





THE BONNET-SONNET. 


There's nothing else! I'll Aave to write a sonnet 
And sell it to some monthly magazine. 
The selling will be difficult. | wean, 
But there is nothing else—| need a bonnet | 
Though readers may breathe curses deep upon it, 
And deem it the worst sonnet ever seen 
| would desist were my poor purse less lean 
My new spring hat will soothe me when | don it. 


Now, whereof shall | write? Alas! my brain 
Seems barren—emopty as the hackneyed drum. 


My pen with strange paralysis is smitten! 
I cry to inspiration all in vain 
My longed-for bonnet-sonnet will not come. 
What ?—thirteen !—fourteen |! 
sonnet 's written! 


Good, the 
HELEN A. MULHALL. 
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Dey done hang dat mistletoe so low down dat none 


comes the father of twins on Christmas if he 
longs for the simple old ways that were in 
fashion when he was a boy back on the farm. 


AN UNHEALTHFUL HABITATION. 


T HE Bodley brothers built two houses ex- 

actly alike side by side on similar lots 
and installed their wives therein. The broth- 
ers, being partners in business, received equal 
shares of the income, and each was the father 
of two children. But here the equality ceased. 
The wives of the two men were so different in 
taste and temperament that each had her own 
circle of friends and her own way of furnish- 
These differences gave rise to 
of Mrs. John 


ing her home. 
much jealousy on the part 
sodlev. 

“ Elizabeth ’s right down queer and ex- 
travagant,” confided Mrs. John to an inter- 
ested neighbor; “and she’s always digging 
up the past, besides, and calling her rooms 
by strange names.” 

““ What do you mean ” 

‘Why, last year,” returned Mrs. John, 
«she furnished what she called a Louis ca- 
tarrhal library, and now she’s set her heart 
on having a Louis quinsy dining-room.” 


THE MEAN MAN AGAIN. 
66 | HAVE just heard of the meanest man.” 
«What did he do?” 
“Made his wife a Christmas present 0; 
the receipted bill for the jeweled garter-buckles 
she gave him last year.” 


—— 




































The fierce face in our precinct which struck terror to the urchin's heart 
when the word was passed around, ‘‘ Cheese it, de cop!"’ 


OLD AND NEW. 


HEN I behold the modern bards 
And novelists who pound away 
And grind’ out manuscript by yards 
In harsh typewriter style to-day, 
I ask myself, ‘Oh, can it be 
That Shakespeare wrote his dramas thus, 
And that his wondrous fluency 
Was not disturbed by such a fuss? 


‘‘Did Milton use a Smith-Premier ? 
A Remington did Bacon ply ? 
Did Byron hold a Densmore dear? 
Could Shelley make an Oliver fly ?” 
When I behold how modern bards 
And novelists perform to-day, 
I wonder, ‘‘ Did their ancient pards 
Turn out the good old stuff that way ?” 
WILLIS LEONARD CLANAHAN.- 
A WRONG IMPRESSION. 
66 Ts hoss,” explained the owner, ‘‘ is hard, meaty, as sound as a 
dollar, and weighs twelve hundred. You” 
‘« What’s his strength ?” inquired the prospective purchaser. 
« First class; but he’s pure red meat and no fat to speak of As 
I said before, he weighs twelve hundred ” 
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BEFORE AND AFTER 


And the same kind and gentle countenance following an order from 
headquarters that all cops must shave off their mustaches. 


‘*How much ‘Il you take for him ?”’ asked the other, a little im- 
patiently. 

‘* You can have this hoss for ten cents a pound !” 

“Good heavens, man! _ 1 don't buy a horse that way.” 
The horse-owner squinted narrowly. ‘I thought you told me 


you wanted a good hoss for the butcher's business,” 


THE MEANING. 
Sites NG man, when a girl begins to fondle her brother in your pres- 
ence, to speak so tenderly to her poor old dad that he looks 
scared, to murmur gentle counsel to her younger sister, and to speak 
to her mother with reverent awe—beware! It means that she has 
fully determined to soon see a short item in the society column of the 
Daily Bazoo, and from which your own name will not be entirely 


lacking, beginning, ‘* The engagement is announced of,” etc., etc., etc. 


PRIOR TO THE ESTIMATE. 
bh y®: little girl,” said the kind old man with the white whiskers ; 
“I have an immense candy-store, and for Christmas I am 
going to give you all the candy you can eat.” 
«Oh, goody !” 
« Now,’ 


cried the little girl, dancing about with happiness. 
‘continued the kind ok! man, how much candy can you 


eat?” 


“ How much candy have vou got ?” 
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HARKING BACK TO THE GOOD OLD TIMES. 
** What's all the excitement inside ?"’ 
** Silver wedding. Why?”’ 
**| thought Bryan got licked." 


— tes 


OHN JONES is called a "lucky man "— 
"On Sunday born," say Dick and Dan; 
But when I study his career 
His " luck," it seems to me, lies here : 


Whene’er he works he goes ahead 
Determined, but untrumpeted— 
And tho’ his rivals try their worst, 
He manages to get there first / 





PETE WAS THE MAN. 


FTER the two hunters from the city had superintended the un- 
loading of enough traps and baggage of all descriptions to 
equip an expedition into the heart of Africa they hunted up the pro- 
prietor of the little back- 
woods tavern to ask about 
a guide. 

‘*We want to put in 
about two weeks in the 
woods,” they explained, 
‘and we want a good man 
for a guide. Of course 
there are guides to be had 
here ?” 

** Lots of ‘em,” answer- 
ed the proprietor. “ You 
kin git all kinds of guides 
here.” 

“Well, we want the 
best that can be had for 
money, and we dont care 
what it costs,” said one of 
the hunters. 

“ There's two or three 
kinds of men in this busi- 
ness,” returned the proprie- 
tor, “and it all depends on 
what line \ou want. There's 
Bill, f'r instance. He prob- 
ably knows more about 
these here woods in a min- 
ute than anyone clse does in 
aweek. He kin take you to 
more onfrequented places 
an’ hustle you round faster 
than any other feller in this 
section.” 

“ Just the man for us !” 
said the spokesman of the 
two. ‘* Where is he ?” 

“Then there's Jim,” 
continued the proprietor, 
without noticing the ques- 
tion. “I s'pose he knows more about the game an’ the best way to 
git it than any man who ever lived in these parts. He kin gin’rally 
scare up something when nobody else kin.” 

«Then he’s the man for us,” said the spokesman, ‘“ We come 
from the city to make a record.” 

** Make a record ?” repeated the proprietor. 

«That's it exactly. We want to make a record in the hunting 
line that we can boast of when we go back.” 

The proprietor went over and sized up the pile of baggage, 
including everything that was latest in the way of hunters’ equipment. 

“ You don't want Bill, nor yet Jim,” he said at last. “I'll send 
you Pete. He's the man for you.” 

* What are Pete's special qualifications ?” they asked. 

“Why, he’s the best liar in the state,”’ replied the proprietor. 
‘If you can't make a record with him there ain't no use tryin’ for it 
with anyone else, At first I thought you were just up here for the 
huntin’, an’ I was goin’ on that basis; but 1 kin fit you out to bust 
records just as easy, if that’s what you're after.” 





WHEN CASH SHRINKS. 


First tramp—‘‘ | dreampt last night I had a million dollars.” 
Seconp tramp—*‘ Didn't it look big to yer ?”’ 
First Tramp—‘‘ Nit. | dreampt | wuz out buyin’ Christmas presents wid it!"’ 





“LUCKY.” 
But if at times another chap 
Precedes him, through some strange mishap, 
John Jones an effort makes to smile— 
And gets there in a better style / 
And if, perchance, he fails in both, 
Our Mr. Jones still sulks not, wroth ; 


But scheme superior will find 


That leaves the other far behind! 


Yet, of this Jones all envious, 

His neighbors " golden touch " discuss ; 
And by fis great success much struck, 
Sit ‘round and wish they had his lack / 


EDWIN L. SABIN. 


THE HUMORIST’S PROPOSAL. 


She—* You ask me to marry you, but can you support a wife ?” 
He—*1 can. While I'm not rich, | make money out of my writings.” 
She—* What do you write—poetry or prose ?” 

He—*Oh, humorous 
stuff—skits, jokes and the 
like.” 

She—‘* And you ask 
me to marry you ?” 

He—* Yes.” 

She—*I1 admit, that’s 


” 


a good joke ! 


DIRECTIONS. 


HE little Johnson boy 
had just finished a 
large Thanksgiving dinner. 
“Mamma,” he = said, 
“you may undress I and 
put I to bed, dut don't 
bend I.” 


ONE SURE. THING, 

Mrs. Rooney—* If ye 
had ten million darlers, Pat- 
rick, how would ye lave 
ae 

Mr. Rooney — ** Well, 
Oi wouldn't lave it in me 
pants’ pockets nights, ye 
kin gamble on that !” 


NOT SO PERSISTENT. 
(pPPORTUNITY knocks 

once at every man's 
door—and it doesn't knock 
like a hotel porter waking 
you up for the six - thirty 
train either. 





ren a fault gets the 
better of a man, it is 
naturally his own fault. 














AUNT DORCAS’S NEW-STYLE CANDLES. 


By STRICKLAND W. GILLILAN. 


H "LOW ah’s plum nellected tuh tell you- 
all bout dat ‘ar ttme Ah dun puhchased 
Dawcas dem new kine o’ cannels, ain't 
Ah ?” asked Uncle Eli anxiously. 

« Well, now, ef dat hain’t asinnen a 
shame. But Ah ‘lows de onliest way tuh 
pollergize tuh you-all is tuh begin at de 
commencin’ an’ splanify an’ clahify de 
whole intiah suckumstants. 

«One desput cole mawnin’ when Ah 
wah stahtin’ tuh de sto’, Dawcas she call 
out tuh me, ‘ Eli, honey,’ she say, des 
dataway. ‘What, Dawcas honey,’ Ah 
say inrupply. She say, ‘ Eli, honey, does 
you all know we-all clah intiahly outen 

cannels ?’ Ah say, ‘ Honey, you-all ain't mean it!’ Dawcas ‘low, ‘I sho’ 

does mean it,’ an’ she go onan’ ‘low, ‘ You-all hatter git some f'um de 
sto’ dishyer vay mawnin’.’ 

‘« Now dat wah not de bes’ newses, comin’ right dah on de vay 
ebe ob Chrismus, when we-all wah callatin’ on habbin’ de bes’ fo’ de 
leas’ money, but Chrismus 





in de dahk would sho’ be 
a sad speeryunce, so Ah 
swallehs down mah sor- 
reh an’ Ah ‘lows, ‘Sho’, 
Dawcas, we-all boun’ tuh 
hab dem 
away Ah goes tuh de sto’, 
totin’ de las’ batch o’ but- 
teh ’n aigs fum de big 


cannels,’ an’ 


house. 

«When Ah gits tuh 
de sto’ Ah fines dat sto’- 
keepeh, Mistah Jimmer- 
son, des a-smilin’ an’ hap- 
py an’ full o’ he debble- 
mint—law, chile, you-all 
orter know dat lim’ Jim- 
merson! He dat plum’ 
choke full o' comfustica- 
shuns he mek a dawg laff 
—Ah des cain’t he’p mah- 
se’f a-laffin’ whenebbeh 
Ah tinks o’ dat rascal—he, 
he, he—Oh, lawdy! An’ 
Mistah Jimmerson he ‘low, 
‘ Howdy, Uncle Eli. How 
you-all gwine spen’ Chris- 
mus ? You-all gwine New 
Yawk o’ New Awleens ?” 
Now ain’ dat a putty ques- 
chun tuh be astin’ a po’ 
ole black sinneh lak me, 
dat hain’t nebbeh ben on 
no kivered kyahs noh nuf- 
fin’! Ah des laff an’ laff 
lak Ah gwine subtracted, 
an’ dat Jimmerson he des 
look dat droll Ah cain't 
stop longer Ah look at ‘im. 
Den dat Jimmerson he 
‘low, ‘ Whut you-all want- 
in’ dis mawnin’, Unc’ Eli ? 
Speak out, case Ah’s bus- 
ieh’n a cranbe’y mutch- 
ant,’ hé say, des dataway. 

‘«* Dawcas she ‘low she hatter hab cannels,’ Ah say. ‘Ah reckon 
you-all betteh wrop up haffer dozen fo’ me.’ 

«What kiner cannels you-all want, Unc’ Eli ?’ Jimmerson say. 

««« W’y, des cannels, Ah reckon,’ Ah says, ‘same Jak we-all b’en 
a-gittin’.’ 

‘* Wid dat Mistah Jimmerson fotch me a look lak he done reckon 
Ah’s crazy, an’ he say, 

« « Well, fo’ de Lawd’s sake, Unc’ Eli! You-all gwine buy Dawcas 
des de common kine o’ niggeh’s cannels an’ po’ white-trash cannels at 
dishyer Chrismus-time ? Why don’ you-all look ‘roun’ an’ git some o’ 
dese yere new, fancy cannels, lak de quality uses ?’ he say. 


** Huh ?”’ 
**Dig bait.’ 





HIS CALLING. 


** And what is your calling, young man?” 


**What do you do when you're not fishing?’ 


‘* Well, Ah grummels a leetle mite, but when dat Mistah Jimmer- 
son takes on dataway dey hain’t no suckumventin’ ’im, an’ Ah finally 
‘lows dat ef Ah kin git ‘em fo’ "bout de same price Ah'll tek 'em. 

‘«* Now, dat’s mo’ lak de Unc’ Eli Ah been 'spectin’ tuh come 
‘long an’ buy cannels,’ he say, w'ile he wrop up haffer dozen ob dem 
An’ 
he done chahged me des de same he charge fo’ de po’, ol’-fashion white- 
trash kine o’ cannels. Dat Mistah Jimmerson, wid all his bein’ a lim’, 
is sho’ a mahty kine pusson. Yessah, indeedy. 

“When Ah goes home, Dawcas she ast me did Ah git de can- 
nels, an’ Ah ‘low, ‘ Yassum.” But Ah didn’t say nuffin’ "bout de kine, 
case Ah done callate on s'prisin’ dat ole woman o’ mine. 

*« Well, come dahk, de ole woman ‘lows Ah'd betteh be lightin’ some 
o’ dem new cannels Ah gits at de sto’, an’ Ah ‘lows Ah’s busy an’ she 
betteh be lightin’ ’em huhse’f. So Dawcas she roll up a piece o’ papeh 
an’ stick hit in de fiah till hit git tuh blazin’ propeh, den she tek one o’ 
dem cannels in huh han’, an’ she ‘low she done nebbeh seen none o’ 
dem kine o’ cannels afo’. Ah tells huh Ah ‘low she done nebbeh did 
see none o’ dem quality cannels, but dat Ah don’ want none o’ dem 
common white-trash an’ niggeh cannels at Chrismus time. 

« Den 
light de leetle eend o’ de 
wick dat stick out f'um de 
pint o’ de cannel, an’ dey 
don’ no light come. Stid- 
der dat dey come a leetle 
sputteh, sputteh, an Daw- 
cas she say, ‘ Huccome dat 
cannel don’ mek no light, 
Eli, hon’ ?” Des dat min- 
nit she done quit speakin’, 
an’ she let out a holler 
dat beat all de big meetin’ 
shouts Ah ebbeh did hy- 
eah. She hollehs ‘ Halle- 
luyeh !’ an’ ‘ Lawd he’p!’ 
when dey come out o’ dat 


new kine o’ cannels dat he say is fancy an’ is used by de quality. 


Dawcas_ she 


ah cannel a ball o’ red 
fiah des lak a live coal a- 
poppin’, an’ de ball o’ fiah 
he say, ‘ T-t-t-t-t-doooooo- 
ee!’ des dataway. An’ 
dat ball haint’ scacely lit 
when dey come a w'ite one 
outen de same hole singin’ 
dat same ‘ T-t-t-t-t-dooooo- 
ee!’ des lak de red one. 
An’ fo’ Dawcas cud done 
come unpahalyzed an frow 
down quality 
cannel dey come a green 
one dat say de same 
‘ T-t-t-t-t-t-dooooo-ee !’ 

«Well, Dawcas, she 
drap dat cannel an’ she 
tu’n plumb obeh in de aih 
en’ways, an’ when she hit 
de groun’ she hit it a run- 
nin’, an’ she done neb- 
beh stop till she git tuh 
de big house an’ bust in 
at de kitchen an’ scaih 
de niggehs plumb out dey 
seben senses, hollehin’ 
dat de worl’ done cum 
to a en’—Oh, Lawdy, but 
dem niggehs wah skaiht! Dey sho'ly was. 

‘«Nex’ time Ah see dat lim’ Jimmerson Ah wah dat so’ Ah cuddent 
say nuffin’. But when he ask me, dat innercent en’ kine, about dem 
quality cannels dat Ah buy fo’ Chrismus, Ah staht tuh scole ‘im, an’ 
den Ah des busses out, a-laffin’ spite ob all Ah kin do t’ hol’ in an’ be 
stuhn. Ah tell you-all dat Jimmerson am de bigges’ lim’—de bigges’ 
lim’—he sho’ am. Ah reckon Ah done hatter go widout Chrismus dis 
veah, case Ah done hatter pay a heap er doctah-bills fo’ Dawcas, an’ 
fo’ sp'ilin’ her new countehpin—Oh, fo’ de Lawd’s sake! you-all sho’ 
is de kine gennelman. Ah’s sho'ly bleeged tuh you-all, Goo'day, sah ; 
goo’day, sah. Commlements ob de season, sah.” 


dat new 
































1, Nervy Nat—" Merciful rebates! Just when | was giving up hope of 
anyone's remembering poor old Nat this Christmas. Oh, it must be an 
hiatus in my conning-tower. It can't be genuine—the kind you have 
always bought—and yetitis! It is! A five-million-franc note! Some of 
those Rothschild kids have been playing in this boulevard. Oh, tweezers!"’ 











3. Nervy Nat—‘“' I’m getting awful chesty and hard to meet, but I’m 


not so far gone but that | have had my regular clothes done up in a 
bundle. Boy, call about eighteen cabs and I'll look ‘em over and see if 
any of ‘em are fit to convey me—and tell those sniveling apes in the 
doorway to add a quarter-to-four suit to my order."’ 





2. Nervy Nat—‘‘ Gentlemen, I desire clothes—the kind you spell with a 
capital ‘‘C*'! Does this little bit of wood-pulp suggest anything to your 
minds as to the quality, cut and appearance of aforesaid body covering ? 

*Yes; | thought so. Now kindly come to, boys. Get together and see 
what you can do for meh!” 
OQuTFITTING PERSON—*‘‘ Oui, Oui, Monseigneur!”’ 
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4, Nervy Nat—‘‘ Cocher, drive up to the Place de l'Etoile. | want to 
take cne more squint at the Arc de Triomphe before | decide to buy it 
and have it shipped home. It would make a corking hazard on my 
private golf links—and if you see Caduc drive close to the curb; | want 
to flick some cigar ashes at him !’’ 








Pua a 
a) 
ae aS 


a 
— meg ~<a * 


5. Cocner—‘' No, swindlaire; it is not enough to look at ze money. 
You shall pay me!"’ 

Nervy Nat—* Now, isn't that funny? Everyone else just passed 
quietiy away when | flashed this thing. I'll bet this mam doesn't come 
from Missouri—he is just ruining these joyous togs. Caduc, oh, Caduc!”’ 





aig Fabs ted Pia = SRY § 
6. Sencewt Capuc—*“* Come, you have been disturbing some peac 
again !"’ 

Nervy Nat—‘‘ Now, don't, for Pete’s sake, be importunate, old 
chap; give me time to change back into my real clothes. That !o' 
hack person has just robbed me of five million francs, and as | don’t for 
a moment expect you to believe it we will go along. I hope next time 
Christmas comes around I'll oversleep, that’s all !”’ 


A ee 


NERVY NAT SPENDS CHRISTMAS IN PARIS. 
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The House Founded On A Rock 


Shall stand. Build your fortunes on the rock foundation of Life Insurance. It has shielded 
thousands from want, educated thousands of young men and women, and started them 


in business. Write to-day for information of Policies, with Rates and Benefits at 
your age. Address Dept. N. 


The Prudential Insurance Company of America 


Incorporated as a Stock Company by the State of New Jersey 


JOHN F. DRYDEN, President HOME OFFICE: Newark, N. J. 


| The buildings pictured above are owned and occupied by The Prudential Insurance Company of America, as its Home Office at Newark, N. J. 
The extensive business of The Prudential requires in these home office buildings alone, the services of over two thousand employees. 
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NEXT SEASON. 
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LIQUEUR 


Peres Chartreux 


~GREEN AND YELLOW— 


* 

> 

7 

7 

> 

> 

J 

: This famous cordial, now made at Tarra- 
» gona, Spain, was for centuries distilled by 
» the Carthusian Monks (Péres Chartreux) 
P at the Monastery of La Grande Chartreuse, 
‘ France, and known throughout the world 
» as Chartreuse. The above cut represents 
» the bottle and label employed in the putting 
> up of the article since the Monks’ expul- 
> sion from France, and it is now known as 
> Liqueur Peres Chartreux (the Monks, 
P however, still retain the right to use the 
P old bottle and label as well), distilled by 
‘ the same order of Monks, who have securely 
» guarded the secret of its manufacture for 
» hundreds of years, and who alone possess a 
» knowledge of the elements of this delicious 
>» nectar. 

; At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Café. 
4 jer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N.Y, 
‘ Sole Agents for United States. 
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Around the old base burner sat 

A crowd engaged in friendly chat ; 
They thrashed one subject o’er and o'er, 
A subject often thrashed betore— 


- 
Next season. 


Said one of these loud, gabby men, 

“I batted last year just one-ten ; 

| But you guys keep your lamps on me, 

I'll bat around three-thirty-three— 
Next season. 
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» | ‘« My batting eye is clear, all right, 

‘ I'll knock the horsehide out of sight ; 
» | You betchyer life I’m still the goods, 
; | I'll chase the pitchers to the woods— 
> Next season.” 

Y 
‘ |** Well, as for me,” another said, 

» | ‘* My arm is far from being dead ; 

> | Last year I lost my curves and speed, 
q : 

> | But [ll have all of both I need— 

‘ Next season. 
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‘«T'll have some curves that shoot around 
The batter's neck and hit the ground ; 
I'll put the whiskers on the sphere, 
I'll knock my catchers out, I fear— 

Next season.” 


And still another said, «I know 
My fielding game last year was slow ; 
| You fellows think I've lost my skill. 
But, say! You want to wait until— 
4 Next season.” 
Then, with the session at its close, 
The bunch of faded stars arose 
And shouted, ‘* We don’t like to brag, 
But watch our team cop out the flag 

Next season.” 

Cleveland Fress. 


Nothing better for a sluggish appetite than 
Abbott’s Angostura Bitters. At Druggists. 
—_—_—_—_ 
PITY ’TIS ’TIS TRUE. 
| In love, at least, consistency is a fool. 
A man is as old as his arteries; a 
woman is as old as her art. 
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light affliction.—Philadelphia Bulletin. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


Nos, 82, 4, and % Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, ® Keekman Street, New York 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER. 


PAPER WAREHOUSE /%. 


| Man was created first—women have 
kept him waiting ever since. 


Dirty window-panes are not exactly a| If she has bad manners, she’s poor ; if 


she is eccentric, she's rich. 
Remember that there is no praise quite 
| SO sweet as praise that is undeserved.— 


CORRECTED. 
**Seen yer!” cried the smart aleck 
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24 HOURS: 
M D Y Rash capsule bear: the 
Sold hy all draggiste. 
specialty. Blood Poison Permanently Cured. 
obstinate cases. If you have exhausted the old 
Throat, Pimples, epper-Coteved Spots, Ulcers 

Book Free 


Co T, RLADOER. 
SUV fetteves all 
4 
nme 7 
MD DB Bi i hh he Mh he hh i ed i i i 
FOR MORE THAN TWENTY YEARS 
ou can be treated. at home under same guar- 
methods of treatment and still have aches 
on any part of the body, Hair or Eyebrows 
COOK REMEDY CO. 


APSULE Discha sin 

. 

Beware of ‘ 

counterfeits. 4 
eh hh hh et i 
we have made the cure of Blood Poison a 
anty. Capital $500,000. We solicit the most 
and pains, Mucous Patches m Mouth, Sore 
falling out, write for proois of cures. 100-page 
1480 MASONIC TEMPLE, Chicago, Ill., U.S. A. 

























100 notices. Haney Romeixs, 33 Union Square, 


ROMEIKE’S Press Cutting Burean will 
send you all newspaper 
clippings which may appear about you, your frends, 
or any subject on which you want to be “up to date.” 
Every newspaper and periodical of importance in the 
United States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.co - 











when he caught them kissing at the col- 
lege ball. 

“No, sir; Freshman!” retorted the 
woman.—Auffaly Express. 





The Sohmer Piano is recognized by the 
music-loving public as one of the best in the | 
world Visit the warerooms, Sohmer Building, | 
170 Fifth Avenue, before buying elsewhere. 








THINK OF THE RISK! 

Two Scotchmen with a thirst counted 
up their joint possessions and found that 
they could just cover the price of a drink 
of whiskey. They went into the nearest | 
saloon and ordered one drink, Sandy put- 
ting down the money for the same. 
Then arose a discussion as to how it 
could be disposed of to the best advan- 
tage. It was no Alphonse and Gaston 
discussion. Each was disposed to stand 
on his own right, while at the same time 
admitting the claim of the other. 

At the critical moment a stranger en- 
tered the saloon. With a wink of his eye 
at his companion Sandy turned to the 
newcomer and said, “ Will you have a 
drink with us ?” 

Supposing that the others had drank 
before his entrance, the stranger said 
heartily, «I will,” and emptied the glass. 

There was an uncertain pause for a 
moment and then the third man said, 
“Come on, boys, and have one on me.” 

They had it. As they went out Sandy 
wiped his mouth and said, “ See, mon, it 
worked.” 

“ Yes,” was the reply; “ but, oh ! what 
a risk !"—Philadelphia Record. 
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INDUBITABLE PROOF, Even the man with a hard face is p. r. 
‘Is that fluffy pompadour of Miss/| ticular about his barber.—£Zx. 
Faltz all her own hair ?” ae 
« Yes ; it’s entirely herown. She made| Some gunners can hit a cow’s hide 
the last payment on it yesterday."—£-x. | easier than the bull’s-eye.—£x. 
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Shavin 7. 


illiams “Sos? | - 


friend 

ges 

imparts to the skin that aes 
° - - e ° ired 

smooth, healthful, refreshed feeling which a 
only a pure, antiseptic shaving soap can give abe 
it.. It is ‘The only kind that won’t smart or at 
# Sh 

dry on the face.” Bw 
Willivms’ Shaving Sticks and Shaving Cakes sold everywhere. Send 4 cents in stamps fora ion 


¥V illiams’ Shaving Stick or u cake of Luxury Sbaving Soap, trial size. (Enough for 50 shaves.) 
one y 


THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY set a 
Dept. A., Glastonbury, Conn. stipul: 
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DO YOU EVER THINK ABOUT OWNING YOUR OWN HOME? | fas: 


lieves 
direct 














F YOU are thinking about 
Building a House an in- 
vestment of $1.00 now will 


aN 
; co 3 bs save you hundreds of dollars 
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in building a house, by get- 
ting the latest and most prac- 
tical ideas of the noted and 
capable architect, Mr. George 
Palliser. We therefore de- 
sire to call your special at- 
tention to our new book just 
fea | issued and containing over 
P|) ae 
Be eee ONE HUNDRED 
UP-TO-DATE 


HOUSE PLANS 














THE TITLE OF THIS BOOK IS 


GEORGE PALLISER’S 
MODERN BUILDINGS 


A new up-to-date book, containing over one hundred plans (all new) of houses ranging in cost 
from $500 to $20,000; also plans of Public Library Buildings, Summer Hotels, Stables, Public Halls, 
etc., etc. 

This book is a collection of practical designs showing examples of houses recently built, and in- 
valuable to everyone thinking of building, by reason of their having been, with very few exceptions, 
planned in the ordinary course of a busy architect’s practice during the last few years, and built in 
various parts of the country within the prices given. 

Full description accompanies each plate, giving sizes, height of stories, how built and finished, and 
improvements contained, thus giving information of very great value to everyone contemplating build- 
ing, as the plans and designs embody the best thought and most careful study of those erecting them, 
prying real results as to cost and a guide that is sate to follow. These designs and plans have, there- 

» a value that can be fully appreciated for their practical utility, and stand alone as real examples 
of how some people’s homes are planned and what they cost. 

To those wanting homes or selling home-sites, members of building associations, land companies, 
real-estate men, those having land to improve, carpenters and builders, and everyone interested or 
who ever hopes to own a home, these designs are invaluable and will prove of very great value to 
them. It contains 115 large es, size 11 x 14 inches. Price, bound in heavy paper cover, sent by 
mail, postpaid, $1.00. in cloth, $2.00. Sent by mail, postpaid, to any address on receipt of | 
price. Address all orders with remittances to 


JUDGE COMPANY, 225 Fourth Avenue, New York 
Remit by money order or check—don’t send currency. 

































Brings the highest 
price at auction. 


Draw your own 
conclusions. 








Sole Agents 
W. A. TAYLOR & CO. 
NEW YORK 
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“THE WIDOW” PENSION FUND. 


Some months ago Zhe Widow's good 
friend, Andy Carnegie, offered to the col- 
leges and universities of the country a 
fund for the pensioning of antiquated 
professors. Zhe Widow has been in- 
spired by this philanthropic deed to make | 
asimilar offer. She regrets that the| 
means at her command will limit the | 
scope of her beneficence, but believing | 
that charity begins at home, she makes 
the following offer to Cornell : 

She would provide a fund, the interest 
on which is to be distributed as the trus- 
tees may decide, to pension young in- 
structors of the university under twenty- 
one years of age. She does not wish to 
set a minimum age limit, but simply 
stipulates that a candidate for pension 
must be able to say ‘‘mamma” and 
“papa” distinctly. She ties no other 
string to her offer. 

The Widow has always felt strongly 
on the subject of child labor and she be- 
lieves that this offer is a step in the right 
direction. Zhe Widow 
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EXTRA! GREAT PROBLEM! EXTRA! 

A New York wirelessgram to the Any- 
ie column says the New York Sun 
discusses the great problem of why women 
fear mice in the following lucid manner 
and limpid style: 

‘« This fear is clearly hereditary. How 
are we to account for this hereditary fear 
being transmitted only to the female 
line ? 

‘¢Is there any well-attested case of a 
mouse having injured a woman in any 
manner ? 

“The instinct amount; almost to su- 
perstition in its hold on the female mind.” 
—Detroit News. 


TO TELL MAMMA, 


Little Sophia has just been informed 
that she has a little sister. 

**Oh, how lovely! Please, please let 
me be the one to tell mamma !"’"—7rans- 
lated for Transatlantic Tales from El 
Diario de la Marina, 





SEASONING, 
Bringing in the coal, 
Bringing in the coal ; 
All the men are busy 
Bringing in the coal. 
— Maverick, 


THE END MAN SAYS: 
‘« Rather swell affair, that, wasn’t it ?” 
‘** What was a swell affair, hey ?” 
* Dinggle’s head after his 





spree !” 


(Exit, struggling, )— Detroit News. 
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All of the Black and White Plates 
in the 


Christmas Judge 


were made by 
THE NORTH AMERICAN 
ENGRAVING CO., 
225 Fourth Ave., New Vork City. 
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ONLY DIRECT ALL-WATER ROUTE 


New York, Boston and Charleston, S. C., Jacksonville, Fla. 


St. Johns River Service between egionavile, Palatka, De Land, Sanford, B Exuevrion Fla., 


and Intermediate Landings. The “ 
and Eastern Points 
connection for nd Eanery Points, and Cha 


de Line” is fot favorite route between Ne 


w York, Boston, 
and Jacksonville, Fla., making dir 


Fast Modern Steamships and Superior Service 


THEO. G. EGER, V.P. &G. M. 
General Office, Pier 36, N.R.; Branch, 290 Broadway, New York 




















29 Broadway, New York. 


ARTHUR J. BILLIN, U. S. Mgr. 
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UNIQUE GIFTS. 
Christmas Baskets of 


PERRIER-JOUET 


Blue Top Brut 


or 


Special Reserve 


CHAMPAGNE, 


se ss 


U. Ss. Agents, JAMES BUCHANAN & CO., LTD., 















Safety 
Razor 


renitiey 


Just Lather— 












No Stropping 


No Honing and Shave! 


GILLETTE Safety Razor 

and the twelve double-edged 
blades that come with it will 
solve your shaving problem for 
months to come. Each blade 
will give from 15 to 20 clean 
shaves of comfort. When at last 
it commences to ‘‘pull’’ a little, 
throw away the blade, like an 
old pen, and slip in a new one. 
The razor itself will last a life- 
time—extra blades cost about 2 
cents a week — 50 cents for pack- 
age of ten. 

If your dealer doesn’t keep 
them, send us $5 for standard 
‘“‘triple- silver’? plated set in 
handsome velvet-lined, leather- 
covered case. If after 30 days’ 
trial you are not satisfied we will 
refund your money. 


E HAVE bought the entire 
edition of ‘‘ Science of Shav- 
ing,’’? a new work, the first text- 
book ever written, we believe, on 
the care of the face in its relation 
to shaving. It is worth a good 
deal to every man who shaves or 
lets others shave him—no matter 
how much he thinks he knows 
about it already. Fully illus- 
trated with photographs and 
drawings. 

In the first thousand copies of 
the edition we have added some 
pages about the Gillette Safety 
Razor with pictures and prices of 
the different styles. While these 
copies last, a postal card will 
bring you one free, with our 
compliments. 


Send 
for this 
Book 
To-day ! 


A copy will be 
mailed free to any 
man who cares 
for his face or 
his feelings, or to 
any woman who 
cares for the face 
or the feelings of 
any man. 


GILLETTE SALES COMPANY 
263 Times Bidg., New York 


SCIENCE 
SHAVING 
























































Mudge 
A FOOTBALL SOLILOQUY. —————— ee 


(With acknowledgments to Hamlet) 
To play, or not to play ; that is the ques- on you do drink, drink Vai 
»* Whe VA mh \ NBble ‘% 


tion: 


Whether ‘tis better for the schools to 

suffer 
My best customefs | The deaths and scandals caused by 
rowdy players, 
were once among the Or to make stand against the mob of 
schoolboys, 


strongest doubters of my | And by opposing, stop them. To forbid, 


‘¢ abolish ; 
proposition. | No more; and by our law, to say we end 
|The pictures, and reporters’ thousand 


I have received many first orders for | tales en 
my cigars with postscripts something like Football is cause of —’tis a consummation F = hes poe o year 
this—I don’t believe you Devoutly to be wish'd. To forbid, abolish ;| § =o So ae good cheer, 
can do all you say, but as| Perhaps to substitute; aye, there’s the The loving cup 


ml er rub! And toast all those we hold dear,” 
dna take the risk, I am going | For in the realm of schools what ills! —_ 
to give you an opportunity to 


may come, 








‘show me. When we have stored away the football 
Those orders came from suits 
experienced smokers who| Must give us pause; there’s the respect] § 
know cigars, and know how| That gives the game so long a life ; Whiskey 
impossible it is to get good For who would bear the * flunks”, gate = #naiiieee Green ye 
cigars at $5.00 a hundred dai oe — : fai  cials’ WHITE, ae te AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DE ‘ 
- P “ anc ew or - a R 
from retailers. Paid coaches tricks, unfair officials viet 
But in justice to their sense cheating, 
J The yells of frenzied crowds, vermilion 
of economy or to their taste paint oa wun 
. P . , : “A HERS SEE US.” . 
for good tobacco, and because| The jinsolence of fullbacks, and the Oblivine ch ‘ “Shall I h “ Mad ld 7 
they realized that the terms spurns Joliging chauffeur—* Shall I stop the Madam, could you give a starving 
machine ? woman w ork a 


of my offer put no obligations | The patient teacher of the athlete takes, 


' , : | J in carriage—*‘*No; j i ight. ow many aft is 
on them, they decided to give | When he himself might his quietus make fan in carvings No; just hide i might. Bi y eee 


yourself behind it. The horse thinks a would she expect a week ?”— Courier. 











Z r cig ai F fith as ict? Wh *s | 7. , - 
me and my cigars a fair trial. With a short edict o would cripples | circus is coming.” —Princeton Tiger. Fournal. 

And that is all I ask. train 

Those men almost invaria-| To limp disfigured through a weary life, a NOISY. 
bly have reordered and be-| But that the dread of what may later Taks a Wale! Some men are like drums 
come my largest and most| _ negra 4 . ae Walk! Keep at it. Note the results. That are banged by the boys. 
permanent customers, as well | Some os 8 aa poe, eee wee oak It will make a man of you. It’s the big-headed ones 
as recommending my cigars N jour — ait Reet ein tel Walk—like Adam did in the beginning. That make the most noise. 
to their friends. we will. = —Pp 2 will — P ee pay. hearty and —Philadelphia Ledger. 

: ‘ ; , appy.— Cleveland Press. 

Their second orders usually And makes us rather stand the game we 
read this way—* Enclosed have eeepc DAILY FACT. 
find $10 to pay for the hun-| Than let in others that we know not of. TRAGIC, Consider the hen. She boasts not; 
dred cigars you sent me on! Thus administration does make cowards The greatest tragedy that can happen|neither is she lazy, and every year she 
approval, and for another of us all, to some women is to fail to get their| contributes about thirty million dollars 
hundred to be sent me one| And thus the teacher's strongest resolu-| washing out on Monday. — Aé/chison|toward the agricultural output of the 
week from date. You may tion | (Kansas) Globe. nation.—Defroit News. 











enter me as a standing order|Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of| — 


customer and ship me one thought, 
hundred cigars every two | And the one reform of greatest hope and 











a — weeks. You have made good. U Rowe ' 
vers r . 
ghivers’ | Your cigars are equal to those | Under old rules or new, its current turns 
. awe 
I have been paying toc. to ee 


EXACT SIZE 
AND SHAPE 






And brings about no action. 
. . , Frederic Andreas in the Fournal 
I have a great many letters in my files of Education 
reading almost word for word like the a 
For a run-down system take the Zomic, Ab- 
bott’s Angostura Bitters. At druggists’ and | 
. grocers’. 
an aggregate of thousands of cigars, and sa SSS 
to whom | am still shipping regularly at | NO WONDER. 
given intervals. Here is my plain-Eng- | 


lish, no-risk-to-you offer : 






15c. each for.” 






above ; many customers whose orders, | 


. . * : | Mth Ce 
from a doubtful beginning, have reached <> * , 


"California 


No travel in the world is so luxurious as that from 
Chicago to California. Both as to scenery and train 
equipment no route is so attractive. 


The Overland Limited 


Leaves Chicago daily, electric lights in every berth— all 
the latest books and papers—news of the world bulletined 
twice daily and in extras when occasion warrants 





“Did yez read of the sinking of the 
Chinese brigantine ?” 

‘«Well, that’s no wonder if the shi 

MY OFFER 15S:—! will send one) was full of Chinks."_- = ideal "| 
hundred Shivers’ Panatela Cigars on Aa, 
approval to a reader of JUDGE, ex-| FELT WARM. 
press prepaid. He may smoke ten 
cigars and return the remaining 
ninety at my expense and no charge 
for those smoked if he is not pleased 
with them; if he is pleased, and keeps 
them, he is to remit the price, $5.00, — 
within ten days. | CONFIRMING HIS CLAIM. 

The fillers of these cigars are Clear |. 






| Did you ever try how birch wood 
would burn ?” 

“Oh, yes; I've tried it on my boys. | 
It seemed to burn, all right !"— Yonkers | 
Slatesman., 



















I came to this town a barefoot boy,” 






Havana, of good quality—not only clear, Said the orator on the square. via 

but long, clean Havana—no shorts or|« That's true, I know,” yelled a man ° ene 
cuttings are used, They are hand made below ; | Union Pacific 

by the best of workmen. The making |‘ You was born in the block over there !” e 

has much to do with the smoking quali- | — Cleveland Plain Dealer. Southern Pacific 


——s 


ties of a cigar. The wrappers are genu- 


ine Sumatra Write for booklets telling about California, to 


E. L. LOMAX, C. P. A., 


Omeha, Neb. 





Young Jobson is of an exceedingly 


: . ati 7 j i 
In ordering please enclose business card statistical turn of mind. He got married 
lately, and at the railway station he had 


aot = references, and state | |his wife weighed; then he took out a 
w - er ry d, medium or strong cigars | little handbook and made some calcula- 
are desired. | ti ine: «+ Weddi 

| tions, muttering: Wedding expenses, 


|—— ; railway expenses, ; divide by 
HERBERT D. SHIVERS, | . I say, my dear, you have cost me|— 
When the watchman tries to talk his 


exactly fourpence haifpenny a pound.”— | 
919 Filbert Street, Philadelphia, Pa.| Tit-Bits. ee oe | wife just winds him up.—£x. 


























CAAC 


D ISAACHOMEO SS EYEWATER 


@® Best Way to Chicago and the West—NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES. | 






























































































































































FERDINAND WESTHEIMER & >ONS 





NCINNAT LOUISVILLE .AY ST, JOSEPH MO 








“Some people,” said Uncle Josh this 
morning, ‘* never sees no good in a feller 
ontil he gits rich er famous er both, b’ 
jinks !"—Detroit News. 


12 Art Gems 50c. 


Entrancing Studies of 
the Human Form Divine 
BY FAMOUS MASTERS 
Beautifully reproduced in rich sepia color 
on finest India tint paper, sve 7 x 10. 
Set of 12 sent prepaid with 25 miniatures 
of other art pictures for only 5oc. coin, 
stamps or M. O. GORDON GRAY CO., 
1209 Foster Ave., Dept. B 32, Chicago, lil. 











JUST OUT. 


Our handsome forty-page catalogue 
of beautiful pictures—reproductions in 
photogravure and photogelatine of the 
best work of popular artists of the day. 

SEND FIVE CENTS, to cover mailing 
expenses, to Picture Department, Judge 
Company, 225 Fourth Avenue, New York. 





Intending purchasers of a STRICTLY FIRST- 
CLASS Piano, or Piano and Self-Player combined, 
should not fail to examine the merits of the world- 
reaowned 


SOHMER 


and the “‘SOHMER - CECILIAN” Inside Players, 
which surpass all others. 
Catalogue mailed on application. 


SOHMER & COMPANY, NEw YORK. 
Warerooms: Cor. 5th Ave. 22d St. 





re Dy [SAACTHOMPSONS EYE WATER 


SORE f 





KICK. 


Get right in and with a zest 
Kick. 
Give offending folk no rest, 
Kick. 
Headwork’s all right in a way, 
But when evils come to stay, 
Bring your footwork into play, 
Kick. 
—Fittsburg Post. 


CATCHING THE CAR. 


The morning was decidedly frosty. 


The suburbanites peeked from their | 


windows to watch for the headlight of 
the first car over the Oakland hills. 

One after another they thought they. 
Saw it dancing along. 

Some dozens of them , lean, jolly 
and sour—dashed to catch it all along 
the line. 

But they found it was the headlight of 
an automobile on the car tracks they had 
seen, and that the car was late. 

The frost fog melted away before their 
heated comments.— Detroit News. 





Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow’s Sooth- 
ing Syrup the best remedy for their children. 25c a bottle. 


DOMESTIC ADVENTURE, 

“’Sh-h! Burglars !”" 

The wife had awakened her husband 
at midnight and then gave him this cheer- 
ful information. 

‘“« Nonsense !” 

* Listen !” 

There really was a noise of some one 
treading softly on the floor below. 

Grabbing his revolver, the brave man 
tottered down the stair and opened the 
door. 

In the darkness he saw two gleaming 
eyes. 

“ Bang !” 

The revolver's crack awoke the neigh- 
bors. 

When the gas was lighted : 

There lay the twenty-five dollar bull- 
dog, dead, shot between the eyes. 

“Sh-h! Burglars !"—Detroit News. 


he sniffed. 


WORD FROM BR’ER WILLIAMS. 


«“ How 
talkin’ "bout ‘de devil to pay’ ?” 
Brother Williams. “ An’ 
devil want wid pay? Ef what de papers 
sez is true he'll git so many er dese big 
millionaires dat he'll have money ter 
burn—bless de Lawd !’— Atlanta Con- 
stitution, 


said 





ON THE MAKE, 

Mother—*“ Why, Bobbie, what do you 
mean by making baby eat that yeast 
cake ?” 

Bobbie—*“ Boo-hoo ! he swallowed my 
fifty-cent piece and I’m trying to raise 
the dough.”—7he Widow. 


HIS WIFE AND HIS STOVE. 

Says the thoughtful Washington Post: 
“A Buffalo barber has been sent to jail 
for striking his wife with a stovelifter. 
That ought to put a damper on him.” 

If his wife is like most wives she'll 
probably heap coals of fire on his head. — 





Cleveland Plain Dealer. 














ALL COLOR PLATES IN THIS ISSUE MADE BY 


RAISBECK 


ELECTROTYPE COMPANY 


24 AND 26 VANDEWATER STREET 
NEW YORK 


NICHELTYPERS AND ELECTROTYPERS 


what do de} 








come so many folks all time| 
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Uj 
\ U. ‘Ss. Law 1 >roclaims 
that all — bottled in bond according to 
— Saas — aN gress and signed 
5 i D i Ta ie _by the Presi- 
.) TM ! & 3d, 1897) are 
zi Pure and un- 
We aa this law Xe 
the letter—therefore 
> T RA IGHT 
) if treme Sapte aitan STAsaE" asus Pata A aod Polg tty ek 
SUNNY BROOK DISTILLER ae Jefferson County, Ky. 
“YY DUG. _ P SO er 


| ye ‘Z:. 
= sae law passed by U. S. Con- | 
in "dent (March 
oe adulterated. 
my Bro ok} ‘ 
BOTTLED IN BOND 
ened 





FOR 


AGARS But if you drink it for a bluff, 


Then imported is good enough. 
“MADE AT KEY WEST— 


The wine says the rest. 


OF BRAINS | If you drink champagne because it’s good, 
You're sure to drink the “‘ Brotherhood.” 
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ON THE BARGAIN-COUNTER. 
‘« Say, 'Mandy, our girl must be goin’ ter hev a bargain-sale.”’ 
*Manpy—‘‘ What makes yer think so, Hiram ?”’ 
HiramM—‘‘ Can't yer see she’s markin’ herself down from thirty-five ter 
twenty-four ?”’ 


HiramM— 





Pr “47 * on Investment of $150.00 was the result of 
$513. 00 ofit In Fifty-one Days one American Box Ball Alley in Sullivan, Ind. 

Box Ball is the most popular Bowlng game in existence. It will make big money in any town. These Box Ball 
Alleys pay from $25.00 to $65.00 per week. It is a legitimate enterprise and hundreds of men 
are making lots of pay running them. We want you to get into this business. It will 
make you more profit than any investment you ever had. Run Box Ball Quick alone or in 
connection with Pool and Killiards, Cigar Stores, Barber Shops, etc. uickly installed. 
Conveniently portable. No pin- boy needed. Rec eipts are all profit. wW, e have customers 
operating from one to ten Alleys each. Nearly 3500 sold. The only practical Bowling 
Alley for clubs. We sell on payments and our 
catalogue is free. 


AMERICAN BOX BALL COMPANY. 
1400 Van Buren Street, Indianapolis, Ind. 












A Strikingly Beautiful and Artistic 
Calendar for 1907 which Includes 
FOUR BEAUTIFUL PICTURES 











Useful 


Present \ »{U we = that will 
ina ee ™ Please 


Handsome _ Any 
Picture y*. Man 
Holiday 

Box 


President Suspenders 


The suspenders that most men wear are the kind to buy for Christmas presents. When 
One oF THE Four Picrvres Wuicu Ark DONE In TEN you buy President Suspenders you make no mistake. Presidents are preferred by so many 
CoLorns on HIGHLY ENAMELLED Carbs 8x 12 INCHES. men, being the strongest and the most comfortable of all suspenders. 


You Can Gus THE FouR PICTURES AND THE CALENDAR It is always satisfying to know you selected an appropriate and useful present. 
For 25 CENTS, PosTPArD. President Suspenders in an attractive picture box will please any man. 


The President Calendar for 1907 Is in Five Separate Father, Husband, Brothers, Cousins, and Nephews—all will like President 


Parts, Done on Highly Enamelled Cards, Each 8 x12 Suspenders. It won’t cost much to give each a pair. 
Inches, with No Printing on Any but the First Sheet. 


President Suspenders in a Holiday box cost only SO CENTS. “4 G 


If your home dealers have none, you can buy of us by mail. We pay postage. 


The Calendar shows much artistic development THE eC. A. EDGARTON MFG. Co. 


and delicacy of treatment, the subjects being 
four distinct types of American womanhood. §91 Main St., Shirley, Mass. 


Each is associated with appropriate quotation 
from Longfellow or James Whitcomb Riley. 
These pictures are done in the highest state of litho- 


graphic art, in true colors, and are suitable for ™ a A GIFT OF COMFORT 


ing, or may be grouped and hung as they are. 
are worthy a place in any collection or company. ~ IS ALWAYS APPRECIATED 
THIS COMBINATION BOX CONTAINING 


Here are the four pictures : ‘~ PRESIDENT , 
PICTURE 1. » 
MINNEHAHA, Beerz!o Riera, te ten ten che SUSPENDERS 
»-» AND 








hold friend, poetically depicted by our Longfellow, shows the aboriginal 


type. 
PICTURE 8. | Ball Bearin 
EVANGELI N E the Acadian, whose love, loyalty, and char- | g 
9 acter, expressed so touchingly in her name A : G te 
poem, is treated with a fullness of feeling, showing full artistic appreciation . ) ar rs 
of the tender soul shining through her eyes. . ‘ . 
SarTtEe © Makes an appropriate Christmas Gift. 
TU 4 De ’ The Suspenders and Garters in this pretty Combination Box cost 
TH E CO LON [AL Gl R L in costume of the period, with % only 75c. You will not find anything else as useful, so attractively 
: . » powdered coiffure, sweetly , boxed for so little money. There are 4 different box covers—Julia 
illustrating a type which was marked in the early story of our country. j ~~ as Juliet ; Viola Allen as Viola ; Edith Wynne Mathison 
5 ‘ ' as Rosalind, and Maxine Elliott as Portia. 
PICTURE 4. | a 
Ss ? PRESIDENTS are worn by most men because they’re the 
TH E PRESENT DAY GI R L combining all her an- . most comfortable suspenders. They rest lightly on the shoul- 
, J » cestral tender graces ders. Bending or reaching, the back quickly and gracefully 
strengthened and beautified by climatic development, with automobile, p slides without the least pull anywhere. PRESIDENTS wear 
golt and yachting suggestion as a background. The fairest of the world’s Pe longer, because there’s no strain to weaken them. 


ir brings the series to present times. 
BALL BEARING GARTERS have a separate sock-hold working independently o1 
a Ball Bearing Swivel. They can’t slip, bind or loosen. 


i i j i You'll want one or more boxes for Christmas presents. Your 
The Entire Group, Five in All, Four Pictures : dealer, if he has none, will get them for you. If not, we will 
mail this HANDSOME COMBINATION GIFT BOX of Sus- 


and the Most Beautiful of All Art Calendars for : penders and Garters postpaid, for 75c. 
1907, Will Be Sent Postpaid on Receipt of 25c. ! eon THE C. A. EDGARTON MFG. CO. 


THE C. A. EDGARTON MFG. CO. 591 Main Street, Shirley, Mass. 
591 Main Street Shirley, Mass. 






























FLAT, INDEED. 













































OLD-FASHIONED EVENING. 
« Wish you'd come over to-night, Jinx,} | Redd—«T ran over that new song while 
f you have no other engagement.” out in my automobile, to-day, and I 
«['ll do it, old man ; we'll have a good, | thought it sounded rather flat.” 
old-fashioned evening like we used to have Gree ne—* Yes; it's apt to make any- 
in the old days !” = = to a it in an automobile.” 
« You bet !” — Yonkers Statesman. o) . <_ 
«]'ll fetch some good cigars and ” “s F go> 
«Oh, my wife won't let us smoke —lace CONSISTENCY. Ft PF lage 
curtains, you know.” .__| The man who swore off smoking ’ *Z 
«Oh, well, we li cut that out—charming Ten—twenty years ago, J, , = 
girl, your wife. I'll be delighted to come, | pecause it was expensive 
anyhow.” : And kept his finance low, 
“That's the stuff! My little girl re-| 4 just reward now reaps in shape 
cites ‘Curfew Shall Not Ring To-night, Of much domestic naggin’, 
a — ; ,. | Till the money that he’s saved he spends 
«Come to think of it, old man, 1 can’t To buy a chug-chug wagon ! 
ssibly come ; I’ve — Buffalo News. 
« But I don’t let her do it to-night.” 
«All right! I'll be there.” — Detroit JUST LIKE A WOMAN, 
News. “She doesn’t repine at.their present 
ecesink= i! circumstances.” 
SMILE |! «Why is that ?” 
Smile and the world smiles with you— “I do not know, unless it is because 





if you are setting em up.—/dea/ Power, | they are greatly reduced.”"—Exchange. 


| 












A Safe Gift to Him 


There seems to be inborn in every man a love for good firearms. 
When the annual Christmas question, ‘What shall I give him?” comes 
around, it is always safe to decide upon the 


IVER JOHNSON 


Safety Automatic Revolver 





| «Without exception the best Toilet Perfume made” 
THE CENUINE 


g MURRAY @ LANMAN’S 
| FLORIDA WATER 
| , An acceptable gift at all Seasons but especially 





It is so good and so safe that as many Iver Johnsons are being sold as 
of all other makes combined. It’s the best house and office weapon, 
and the best for the pocket. If the hammer hits against the top of the 
bureau-drawer, or catches in the pocket, the revolver cannot dis- 
charge. In fact youcan ‘*Hammer the Hammer’’ without fear of ac- 
cidental discharge. Pull the trigger and it shoots quick and true. 


Our Free Booklet ‘‘Shots” Tells More in Detail 
just how the Iver gohucon works. Our handsome cat- 


alogue goes with it. 
JOHNSON SAFETY HAMMER REVOLVER 
inch barrel, nickel-plated finish, 22 rim fire 
cartridge, 32-38 center fire cartridge, $5.00 
IVER JOHNSON SAFETY HAMMERLESS REVOLVER 
%inch barrel, nickel-plated finish, 32-88 
center fire cartridge. - - - - $6.00 
For sale by Hardware and Sporting Goods dealers everywhere, or 
will be sent prepaid on receipt of price if your dealer will not supply. 
k for the owl’s head on the grip and our name on the rel. 


IVER JOHNSON’S ARMS AND CYCLE WORKS 
. 158 River Street, Fitchburg, Mass. 


New York: 99 Chambers St. Pacific Coast: P. B. Bekeart Co., 2330 Alameda 
Ave., Alameda, Cal. Europe: Pickhuben 4, Hamburg, Germany. 


Makers of Iver Johnson Truss Frame Bicycles and Iver Johason Single Barrel Shotguns 


“£ Special Offer to Judge Readers 


4$10.00 Book for Only $2.00 


100 00 IN GOLD Is the value of the great book, “ THE SCIENCE gv . 

° OF A NEW LIFE,” written by JoHn Cowan, ts @ 60) 54,8 
M. D., to every thoughtful Man and Woman. It , 

has received the highest testimonials and commendations from leading medical and | ENTRA ¥ 

religious critics ; has been indorsed by all the leading philanthropists, and recom- ; . 

mended to every well-wisher of the human race. LINES 


TO ALL WHO ARE MARRIED, #0 contents seiner BAA | 


besides conferring a lasting benefit not only upon them, but upon their children. | 
Every thinking man and woman should study this work. Any person desiring to 

know more about the book before purchasing it may send to us for our 16-page de- 

scriptive circular, giving full and plet of tents. It will be sent free by | 
mail to any address. The following is the table of contents: 


Chapter I—Marriage and Its Advantages. Chapter II—Age at Which To Marry. 
Chapter III—The Law of Choice. Chapter IV—Love Analyzed. Chapter V—Quali- 
= ties the Man Should Avoid in Choosing. Chapter VI— Qualities the Woman should 
Avoid in Choosing. Chapter VII—The Anatomy and Physiology of Generation in Woman. Chapter VIII 
~The Anatomy and Physiology of Generation in Man. Chapter IX—Amativeness; Its Use and Abuse. | 
Chapter X—The Prevention of Conception. Chapter XI—The Law of Continence. Chapter XII—Children ; 
Their Desirability. Chapter XIII—The Law of Genius. Chapter XIV—The Conception of a New Life. 
Chapter XV—The Physiology of Inter-Uterine Growth. Chapter XVI—Period of Gestative Influence. 
Chapter XVII—Pregnancy ; Its Signs and Duration. Chapter X VIII—Disorders of P: y. pter 
XIX—Confi t. Chapt ent of Mother and Child After Delivery. pter XXI—Pe- 
riod of Nursing Influence. Chapter XXII—Feeticide. Chapter XXIII—Diseases Peculiar to Women. 
Chapter XXIV—Diseases Peculiar to Men. Chapter XXV— Masturbation. Chapter XX VI-—Sterility and 
impotence. MS nd a eee of Which More Might Be Said. Chapter XX VIII—A Happy Mar- 

fe 5 ow Secu 


This book is a handsome 8vo. bound in heavy cloth, and contains 400 pages, with 100 illustrations, and 
will be sent by mail, postpaid, and securely sealed, for $3.00. 
A SPE We wish to ascertain the value of this advertisement, 
— CCIAL OFFER TO YOU. and with this end in view we will send a copy of the 


above valuable work by mail, postpaid, on receipt of only $2.00, provided you men- 
tion the fact that you saw this advertisement in DGE. Address all orders to 


J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 64 Rose St., New York. 


ARE YOU IN LOVE? s.cersuzs vasta*ctisaiten 1 came cries 











appropriate as a Christmas Box. 
Be sure you get the genuine Murray & Lanman’s. 











































“THE 20TH 
CENTURY LIMITED’’ 


Fastest Long Distance Train in the World, ° 
960 Miles in 18 Hours, Via the 






































‘¢ America’s Greatest Railroad” 















This magnificent train is equipped with Pullman 
cars of the very latest design and has all the 
special features which have made the New 
York Central service so deservedly popular. 
Barber, Fresh and Salt Water Baths, Valet, 
Ladies’ Maid, Manicure, Stock and Market 
Reports, Telephone, Stenographer, etc. 






























A dozen other fast trains between 



















NEW YORK, BOST 
AND 


BUFFALO, DETROIT, CL VELAND, 
COLUMBUS, CINCINNATI, INDIANAPOLIS, 
CHICAGO, ST. LOUIS, 
the West and Southwest. 





















and 

mood of the human heart, and covering 75 different subjects. It contains two literary love 
‘an adjunct to every library, desk and 

it thie i ee BY eo ll ape do not know just what to ster ear 
book help you ou great value to you. This great book, handsomely cloth, 
sent to any address on receipt of 50 cents. Address all orders to 


C. F. DALY, Passenger Traffic Manager, New York. 
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The best Annual 
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